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HARDYKNOTE. 
PART L 

SvAtELV stept be east the ha, 

And stately stept he west; 
Full seventy yeirs he now had tone, 

With scerce sevin yeirs of rest. 
He livit whan Britons breach of faith 

Wroeht Scotland neikle wae> 
And ay his sword tanld to tiuoir cost 

He was their deidly fiie. 

Hie on a lull hb castle stude. 

With balk and txMiris a hicfat, 
And guddy chambers fair to see, 

Wfaare he lod^t mony a knicht. 
His dame sae peurles anes, and fab*. 

For dmste^ and bewtie, shene, 
Nae marrow had in a* the land. 

Save Smetgnrd the quene. 

Full thirtdn sons to hhn she bare, 

All men of valour stout. 
In bluidy ficht, with sword in hand, 
Nyne lost thdr lives bot doubt; 
IL As 



Faiv fk'remt&ad; \taag mote diey hre 

f o Btand by liege and land : 
Hie was their fame, hie was their midity 

And hie was their command. 

Greit luye they bare to Fairiy fiiir^ 

Their sister saft and deir. 
Her girdle shawd her middle jmp^ 

And gowdin glist her httr. 
What waefou wae her bewtie bred ! 

Waefou to young and auld* 
Waefou I trow to krth and 

As story ever taiild. 

The king of Vone, In summer tide^ 

Puft up with pouir aiid midit. 
Landed m fair Scotland the yl^ 

Wi mony a bardie knight. 
The tidings to our gnde Scots king 

Came as he sat at dyne» 
With noble chiefs, in braive aray. 

Drinking the bluid-red wyne. 

** To horse, to horse, my royal liege ! 

** Your faes stand on the strand f ^ 
** Full twenty thousand glittering speira 

^ The cfaie& of Norse command. 
** firing me my stdd Mi^ dapple gray.** 

Our pude kii^ raise and erwdi 
A trustier beist in all the land^ 

A Scots king nevir seyd. 

** Gae, litUe page, tell Hardyknutc, 

** Wha lives on hill sae hie, 
^ To draw his sword, the dreid of faes^ 

** And haste and follow me.** 
The little pM^ flew swift as dart. 

Flung by ms masterV arm i 
* Cum down, cum down, lord Hardykmit^ 

* And red your king frae hana.* 



tlien r^d» raid graur Int duMsnmu dMiln 

Sae did his daxkehtowa brow; 
His luiks grew kene, as they yten wcMt 

In danger grit to do. 
He has tane a horn as green as graas^ 

And gien five sounds sae shrtll. 
That trees in grene wode shake thereat^ 

Sae loud rang ilka hill. 

His sons ia nunly ifntt and glie 

Had past tke biuh—i*s mom; 
Whanlo! down in a crassy dale, 

They heard their fiittier^ bon^ 

* That horn,* quoth they, * neir sounds in peace, 

* We have other sport to bide;* 
And sune they hied them up the hill. 
And sune were at his side. 

* Late, late ycBtrene^ I weind i« peace 
** To end my lei^gtheaed lyfe; 

« My age micht wetl excuse my ann 

" Frae manly feats of stiyfe : 
^ But now that Norse does proudly boast 

^ Fair Scotland to enthral, 
^ It*s neir be said of Hardyknote, 

** He feird to ficht or faU. 

** Robin of Rothsay bend thy bow» 
" Thy arrows shute sae leu, 

* That mony a comely countenance 
** They've tum'd to deUly pole. 

'** Bratve Thomas taike ye but your lance, 
** Ye ndd nae weapons mair; 

* Gif ye fecht m't, as ye ifid ones, 

** Gainst Westmoreland's ferce heir. 

** And Malcofan, ttdit of fttte as stag 

" That runs in forest wUde, 
*' Get me my thousands tktns of men 

** Weil bred to twurd and skueld : 
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^ Bmf me my horM aad homitiM^ 
** My blade of metal dcre/* 

If &et hat kead the iiaml k bara^ 
Th^ Bune had iled for fair. 

"^ Farewell mv dene lae peirless gude/^ 

And tuke ner by the hand, 
*" Fairer to me in age jou lom 

** Than aakb for bewtie fiund: 
^ MyyonngeBt ton tall Ima leaoain^ 

** To guard these atatair lonifi» 
~ And shttte the alver bolt that keipa 

* Sae fast your painted bowerk" 

And first she wet her eoroely cheiksy 

And then her boddicse grene; 
The silken cords of twirt^ twist 

Were plet with silver shene; 
And apron set with mony a dyee 

Of neidle-wark sae rarei 
Wove by one h«n4 as ye may guera^ 

Save that of Eairly fair* 

And he has ridden owre muir aadraoss^ 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 

When he cam to a wounded knichty 
Making a heavy mane : 

' Here maun I Ije^ here maun 1 dye 
' Bv treacheries fause gyles; 

* Witless I was that eir gave faith 

* To wicked woman's smyles.' 

** Sir knicht, gin ye were in my bouir, 
** To lean on silken seat, 

* My ladles kindlie care yonM pruve 
" Wha neir kend deidty hate; 

** Hirsell wald watch ye aU the day» 
** Hir maids at deid of night ; 

*' And Fairly fair your heart would cheir, 
*' As she stands in your ficbt. 



" Arise youqg knichty and mount your tteid, 
** Bricht lows the ^^mand day; 

" Chuse fne my menzie wham ye pleisei 
** To Idd ye on the way.** 

Wi smyless luik, and visage wan 
The wounded knidit replyd, 

* Kind chieftain your intent pursue 

* For hdr I maun abide. , 

' To me nae after day nor nicht 

* Can eir be swdt or fair; 

' But sane beneath sum draping treCf 

* Cauld dethe sail end my care»* 
Still him to win 8tra?e Hai^yknute^ 

Nor strave he lang in vain ; 
Short pleiding eithly micht prevale, 
Him to his lure to gain* 

** I will return wi spdd to bide, 

** Your plaint and mend your wae t 
** But private grudge maun neir be quelled^ 

" Before our countries fiie. 
** MordaC) thy did may best be spiurd 

** The fields of stryfe firaemang; 
"^ Convcnr Sir knicht to my abodci 

** Ancf meise his c^e pang«" 

Syne he has gane far hynd, out ower 

Lord Chattan's land sae wyde; 
That lord a worthy wicht was ay^ 

Whan faes his courage seyd : 
Of Pictish race, by mother's side : 

Whan Picts ruled Caledon, 
Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid 

When he sav*d Pictish crown. 

Now with his ferce and stalwart train 

He recht a rising hicht, 
Wbare brad encampit on the dale, 

Norse army lay in sicht; 
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^ Vofider mj Taliaiit sons, full ferce 

** Our raging rievers wait, 
^ On the unconquerit Scottish swaird 

** To try with us didr fate. 

* Mak orisons to him that sav'd 
^ Our sauls upon the rude; 

* Syne braively shaw your Teios axe fiUd 
- Wi Caledonian bluid." 

llien furth he drew his trustie glaive, 

While thousands all around, 
Drawn frae their ^dths glancM in the sun^ 

And loud the bngils sound. 

To join his king, adown the hill 

In haste his march he made. 
While playand pibrochs minstrals mcit 

Afore him stately strade. 

* Thrise welcum, valiant stbup of weir 

' Thy nation's shield and pride, 

* Thy king nae reasoun has to feir, 

* Whan tJiou art by his ade. 

Whan bows were bent, and darts were thrawn. 

For thrang scerce cold they flie, 
The darts clave arrows as they met, 

£ir faes their dint mote drie. 
Lang did thev ra^e, and fecht full ferce, 

Wi little skaith to man; 
But bluidy, bluidy was the fdld 

Or that lang day was done ! 

The king of Scots that sindle bmik'd 

The war that luikM like play. 
Drew his braid sword, and brake his bow. 

Sen bows seim'd but delay. 
Quoth noble Rothsay, ' Mine TU keep, 

I wat its bleid a score.* 
** Haste up my merrie men,'* cry*d the king, 

As he rade on before. 
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The kii^ of Norse he Bodit to find, 

Wi him to mense the faucht; 
But on his forehead there did licht^ 

A sharp unsonsie shaft : 
As he his hand pat up to feil 

The wound, an arrow kein, 
O waefu chance ! there pinnd his hand 

In midst atweene his eyne. 

* Revenge ! revenge !' cried Rothsay*s heir^ . 

' Your mail-coat sail nocht bide 

* The strength and sharpness of my dart, 

* Whilk shared the never's side.' 
Anither arrow weil he mark'd 

It pierc'd his neck in twa ; 
His hands then quat the silver reins. 

He low as eard did &• 

* Sair bleids my liege ! Sair, sair he bidds I 

Again with micht he drew. 
And gesture dreid, his sturdy bow; 

Fast the braid arrow flew : 
Wae to the knicht he ettled at; 

Lament now queue Elgroid ; 
Hire dames to wail your darling's Ml, 

His youth, and comely meid. 

* Tak aff, tak aff his costly jupe,' 

(Of gold well was it twm d. 
Knit like the fowler's net, throuch whilk 
His steily hames shynd.) 

* Beir Norse that gift frae me, and bid 

* Him venge the bluid it wdrs; 
'Say if he face my bended bow 
' He sure nae weapon feirs.' 

Proud Norse with giant body tall. 

Braid shoulder, and arms strong; 
Cry'd, * Whare is Hardvknute sae fam'd, 

* And feir'd at Britain^ throne ? 
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' Tho' Briton's tremble at his name, 

* I sane sail mak him wail, 

' That dr my sword was made sae sharps 

* Sae saft his coat of mail. 

That brag his stout heart could na \AAe, 

It lent him youthfu midit : 
^ Vm Hardyknute. Thk day,** he trydd, 

^ To Scotland's king I hicht 

* ¥6 lay thee low as hone*s hufe; 
" My word I mean to kdp :" 

Syne with the first dint dr he strake 
He gard his body bldd. 

Norse ene like grey gosdiauk staird wilde. 
He sichM wi diame and «pyte$ 

* Diflgrac'd is now my &r ftmd ann 

^ 'fiiat left thee pouir.to stryke.' 
Syne gied his helm a blow sae fdl. 

It made him down to stoup, 
Sae low as he to ladies iis'd. 

In courtly gyse to lout. 

Full sune he rais'd his bent body; 

His bow he manrdd sair, 
Sen blows till than on him but dar'd 

As touch of Fairly fair. 
Norse ferlied too as sair as he, 

To see his statdy luik; 
Sae sune as dr he stroke a fiie, 

Sae sune his lyfe he tuke. ' ' / 

Whare, like a fyre to hetfaer set, 

Bauld Thomas did achrance^ 
A sturdy fiie, wi' kuk enn^dy 

Up towards him did prance. 
He spvrd his stdd throuch thickest rank9 

The hardy youth to qudl; 
Wha stude unmuvit at hb approach 

His furie to repdl 
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* That short brown shaft, sae meinly trimdy 

' Lukis like poor Scotland's geir ; 
' But drcadfu sdms the rusty point !' 

And loud he leuch in jeir. 
** Aft Britons blude has dim'd its shyne 

" Its point cut short their vaunt." 
Syne perc'd the boster's bairded cheik 

Nae tune he tuke to taunt. 

Short while he in his sadil swang; 

HiB stirrup was nae stay^ 
But ^ble hang his unbent knie^ 

Sure taken he was fey ! 
Swyth on the hardenM clay he fell, 

Richt far was heard the thud; 
But Thomas luk'd not as he lay 

All waltering in h» blude. 

« 

Wi* careless gesture, mind unmuv'd. 

On rade he north the plmn 
His s&m ia peace, or fercest stryfe. 

Ay reckless, and the same. 
Nor yit his heart dames* dimpled chdk 

Cold meise aaft luive to bniik ; 
Till vengefu Ann retumd his scorn. 

Then laiiguid grew his luke. 

In thraiwis of dethe» wi' wallowit chdk, 

AU panting on the plain. 
The bleiding corps o£ warriours lay, 

Neir to arise again : 
Ndr to return to native land ; 

Nae mair wi* blythsum sounds 
To boast the dories of that day. 

And shaw Uieir shynand wounds. 

On Norway's coast the widowit dame 

May wash the rocks wi' teirs. 
May lang luke owr the shiples seas 

adore her mate appeirs. 
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C&se, Emma, ceise to hope in VBin> 

Thy lord lyes in the clay ; 
The valiant Scots na lievers thole 

To carry lyfe away. 

There on a lee, whar stands a cross 

Set up for monument, 
Thousands fu ferce, that summer*!! day, 

Fill'd kene wars black intent. 
Let Scots while Scots pnuse Hardyknute 

Let Norse the name aye dreid ; 
Ay how he faucht, aft how he spairc^ 

Sail latest ages rdd. 

Loud and chill blew the westiin wind, 

Sair beat the heavy shouir. 
Mirk grew the night ere Hardyknute 

Wan neir his stately touir : 
Hb touir that usM wi torches bleise 

To shyne sae far at nicht 
Sdm'd now as black as mourning weid : 

Nae marvel sair he sich'd. 

** There's nae licht in my lady's bouir, 

" There's nae licht in my ha; 
^ Nae blink' shynes round my Fairly fiur, 

" Nae ward stands on my wa. - 
** What bodes it? Robert, Thomas, say." 

Nae answer fits their dreid. 
*' Stand back my sons I'll be your gyde." 

But by they past wi' speid. 

" As fast I hae sped owr Scotland's faes— * 

There ceis'd ms brag of weir, 
Sair shamd to mind ocht but his dame, 

And maiden Fairly fair. 
Black feir he felt, but wha to fdr 

He wist nae : yit wi' dreid 
Sair shuke his body, sair his limbs 

And a the warriour fled. 
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* Return, return, ye men ofbluid, 

** And bring me back my chylde !" 
A dolefu voice frde mid the ha 

Reculd, wi' echoes wylde. 
Bestraugfat wi* dule and drdd, nae pouir 

Had Hardyknute at a' \ 
Full thrise he raugfat his ported spelr^ 

And thrise he let it fa. 

" O haly God, for his deir sake, 
** Wha savd us on the rude- 



He tint his praier, and drew his glaiye» 

Yet reid wi' Norland Uuid. 
" Br^d on, brayd on, my stalwart sons^ 

" Grit cause we hae to feir; 
" But ay the canny ferce contemn 

^ The hap they canna veir.' 



ft 



* Return, return, ye men of bluid, 

* And bring me back my chylde !* 
The dolefu voice frae mid the ha 

Reculd, wi echoes wylde. 
The storm grew ryfe, throuch a' the h'ft 

The rattling thunder rang. 
The black rain shour'd, and lichtning glent 

Their hamisine alang. 

What feu: possest their boding breests 

Whan, by the gloomy glour. 
The castle ditch wi deed bodies 

They saw was filled out owre ! 
Quoth Hardyknute " I wold to Chryste 

** The Norse had wan the day, 
** Sae I had keipt at home but anes, 

« Thilk bluidy feats to stay." 
IL B 
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Wi' speid they past, and syne they recht 

The base-courts sounduig bound, 
Deip groans sith heard, and throuch the mirk 

Lukd wistfully around. 
The moon, frae hind a saUe cloudy 

Wi' sudden twinkle shane, 
Whan, on the cauldrif card, they fand 

The gude Sir Mordac layn. 

Besprent wi' gore, fhi hehn to spur. 

Was the trew-heardt knicht ; 
Swith frae his steid sprang Haitlykmite 

Muv'd wi' the heavy sicht. 
** O sapr, thy master's shield in weir, 

*' His sawraim in the ha, 
/ ^ What hoitelii dmnoe could bae the poukr 

** To lay thy cild sm law !" 

To his complunt the bleidiog knicht 

Retumd a piteous maoe. 
And recht his hand, whilk Hardykaute 

Claucht streitly in his ain : 
* Gin eir ye see lord Hardyknut^, 

* Frae Mordac ye maun say, 

' Lord Draffiin's treasoun to confute 

* He usd his steddiest fay.* 

He micht nae mair, for cruel dethe 

Forbad him to procdd; 
** I vow to God, f winna sbip 

<< TillI see Draflan blod. 
** My sons your sister was owre fair : 

** But bmik he sail na lang 
** His gude betide; my last foibode 

** He'll trow bdyve nae sang. 

^ Bown ye my eydeat friends to kyth 

" To me your luve sae deir; 
^ The Norse' defeat mote weiU persuade 

" Nae never ye neid feir." 
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The spdroMR w? a mkiity shout 
Cryd ' Save our nftBtier deir ! 

* While he dow besr the swsy bot care 

' Nae riever we sidl finr.' 

* Return, return, m oien of bkiid 

* And Mug ne hack my chyldel' 
The dolefu voice frae aid the ha 

Reculd wi' echoes wylde. 

* I am to wyte my valiant friends:* 

And to the ha fliey ran, 
The statdy doreiaa stintly staked 
W? iron bc^tis thrie they faad. 

Hie stately dore, thaadk atrebly slietkai 

Wi* wadditi iron boki» thrie, 
Richt sune his might om «ilihly<gar 

Frae aff its hinges flic. 

* Whavto ye ttne my doehter deir? 

* Msk wold I see ner deid 

^ Than seis hor in yonr bndal bed 

* For a your portly mdd. 

^ What thouch my gude and valiant kml 
^ Lye streobt on the cauld day ? 

* My sons the delbe may 9i)^m 9pm 

* To wreak thdr sisters wae.'* 
Sae did she ontne wi* heavy tftieir, 

Hyt luiks, and bleiiit «yne; 
Then tdrs first wet his manly eh^ 
Aad snawy baiid bedeene. 

* Na riever here, my dame sae ddr> 

* But your 1^ lord you see ; 

* May hiest harm betide his life 

' Wha brocht sic harm to thee ! 
' Gin anes ye may beldve my word, 

' Kor am I usd to lie, 
' By day-prime he or Hardyknnte 

< The bluidy dethe shall ^* 
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The ha, where late the linkis bricbt 

Sae gladsum shind at een» 
Whare penants gldt a gowden Ueue 

Our knichts and ladys shene, 
Was DOW sae mirk, that» throuch the bound, 

Nocht mote they wein to see 
Alse throuch the southern port the moon 

Let h a bimkand idie. I 

1 
^ Are ye in suith ray ddr luvd kwd?^ I 

Nae mair she doucht to say, i 

But swouoit on hi& hamest neck i 

Wi* joy and tender fay* 
To see her m sic balefii sort 

Revired his selcouth feirs; 
But sune she raisd her comely luik. 

And saw his &'ing tears. 

* Ye «re nae wont to greit wi* wreuch, 
** Grit cause ye ha I dreid; 

" Hae a* our sons their lives redemd 

«" Frae lurth the dowie feid?^ 
' Saif are our valiant sons, ye see^ 

* Bnt lack iheir sister deir; 

* When she's awa, bot any doubt, 

* We hae grit cause to tear.* 

^ Of a* our wrangs, and her depart^ 

^ Whan ye the suith sail heir, 
^ Nae marvel that ye hae mair causey 

** Than ye yit weit, to feir. 
** O wharefore heir yon feignand knicht 

•* Wi' Mordac did ye send ? 
^ Ye suner wald hae perced his heart 

^ Had ye his ettling kend.*' 

* What may ye mein my peirles dame ? 

' That knicht did muve my ruthe 
^ We balefu mane; I did na doubt 

* His curtesie and truthe. 
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' He maim hue tint wi* sma renown 

< His life in this M rief; 
' Richt MAT it grieves ine that he heir 

* Met sic an ill relief*' 

Quoth she, m* tein that down her cheiks 
Kan ly&e a silTer shoiiir» 

* May ill befa the tide that brocht 
" That fause knicbt to our touir : 

* Ken'd ye na Dn^an's lordly port, 
" Thouch cled hi kniehtly graith 

** Tho hidden was his hautie luik 
" The visor black beneUie? 

* Now, as I am a knicht of weir, 

' I tbocht his seeming trew; 

* But, that he sae deceived my ruthe, 

'Full sairly he sail rue/ 
" Sir Mordac to the sounding ha 

** Came wi' fai» eattve ftare;** 
' My sire has sent Ihis wounded knicht 

* To pnive yeur kyndHc care. 

' Your sell maun wati^ him a' the day, 
' Your maids at ddd of night; 

* And Fairly fair his heart maun cheir 

' As she stands in his sicht.' 
'* Nae suner was Sir Mordac gane, 

'* Than up the featour sprang ;** 
' The luve al^e o' your docfatir ddr 

* I feil na ither pang. 

* Tho Hardyknute lord Braffan's suit 

* Refus'd wi* mickle piyde; 

* By his gude dame and Fairly fair 

' Let him not foe deny'd.' 
** Nocht mw^t wi' the cative's speech, 
^ Nor wi' his stem command ; 
I treasonn ! cry'd, and Kenneth's blade 
** Was glisterand in his hand. 

5 
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** My SOD, lord DrnSm hdr yaa see^ 
** Wha means your aiflter's fay 

^ To win by guile, when Hardyknute 
** Strives in the irie fray»'^ 

* Turn thee ! thou never Baron, turn !' 

^ fieuld Kenneth cryd aloud ; 
** But, sune as Drafikn spent his glmve, 
** My son lay in his bluid." 

* I did nocht ^rdn that bhiming face 

* That dethe sae sune sold pale; 

' Far less that my trew luve, throuch me, 
' Her brither's dethe sold wail. 

* But syne ye sey our force to prive, 

* Our force we sail you shaw !* 

** Syne the shrill-sounding horn bedeen 
*' He tuik frae down the wa. 

** Ere the portculie could be flung, 
** His kyth the base-court fand | 

** When scantly o their count a teind | 
** Their entije micht gainstaod. 

** Richt sune the raging rievers stude 
** At their fause master's syde^ 
Wha, by the haly maiden, sware 
** Nae harm sold us betide* 



« 



^ What syne befell ye well may guess* 
*< Reft o our eilds delidit." 

* We sail na lang be reft, by mome 

' Sail Fairly glad your sicbt* 

* Let us be gane, my sons, or now 

' Our menzie chide our stay ; 
' Farewell my dame ; your dochter's luve 
* Will sune cheir your efiray.' 

Then pale pale grew heir tdrfu cheik ; 

** Let ane o my sons thrie 
** Alane gjrde this emprize, your eild 

** May ill sic travel drie* 
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** whare wore I, were my deir lord, 

** And a* my song, to bleid ! 
* Better to bniik the wrane than sae 

* To wreak the hie miMfede." 

The gallant Rothsay rose bedeen 

His richt of age to pldd; 
And Thomas shawd his strenth^ speir; 

And Malcolm meinM his speid. 
' My sons your stryfe I gladly see, 

' But it sail neir be sayne, 
' That Hardyknute sat in lus ha, 

' And hdrd his son was slayne. 

' My lady deir, ye neid na feir; 

' The richt is on our syde :' 
Syne rising with richt frawart haste 

Nae parly wald he byde. 
The lady sat in heavy mude, 

Their tunefu march to heir, 
While, far ayont her ken, the sound 

Na mair mote roun her eir. 

hae ye s&n sum glitterand touir, 

Wi' mirrie archers crownd, 
Wha vaunt to see their trembling fae 

K&pt frae their countrie's bound? 
Sic ausum strenth shawd Hardyknute; 

Sic seimd his stately meid; 
Sic pryde he to his menzie bald. 

Sic feir his faes be gied. 

« 

Wi' glie they past our mountains rude, 

Owre muirs and mosses weit; 
Sune as thev saw the rising sun. 

On Drain's touirs it gleit. 
O Fairly bricht I marvel sair 

That featour eer ye lued, 
Whase treasoun wrocht your father's bale, 

And shed your brlther's blude ! 
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The ward ran to his youChfu loid» 
Wha sleipd faoi bonir intill : 

* Nae time for sleuth, your raging fiws 

' Fare doun the wesUin hill. 

* And, by the libbard's gowden loir 

' In his blue banner braid, 

* That Hardyknute his dochtir seiks, 

* And Drafilois dethe, I rede.' 

** Say to my bands of matchless niichty 
" Wha camp low in the dale, 

* To busk then* arrows for the fecht^ 
** And streitly gird tfaesr mail. 

** Sync meit me here, and wdn to find 

*' Nae just or tomey play ; 
** Whan Hardyknute braids to die fidd,. 

** War bruiKs na lang delay.*' 

His halbrik bricht be brac'd bedeea; 

Frae ilka skaith and ham 
Securit by a warloc auld, 

Wi' mony a fairy diarm. 
A sdmly knicht cam to the ha : 

' Lord Draflan I thee braire^ 

* Frae Hardyknute my worthy lord, 

• To fecht wi speir or glaive.' 

** Your hautie lord me braives in vaia 

** Alane his micht to prive, 
** For wha, in single feat of wieir, 

** WP Hardyknute may striye? 
" But nth he rodns our strei^th to sey» 

^ On case he sune will fin{ 

* That thouch his bands leave mine in tre, 
" In force they're &r behind. 

** Yet cold I wete that he wald yield 
** To what bruiks nae remeid, 

** I fiMT hb dochtir wald nae bain 
^ To ae half o my stdd. 
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Sod HardykDute aport frae a* 

Leand on his bimist speir; 
And, whan he on his Fairly ddmd. 

He sparM nae sich nor tdr. 

^ What meins the felon cadre Tile? 

** Bndks this reif na remeid ? 
** I scorn his gylefu vows ein thoudi 

« They recht to a* his steid." 
Bownd was Lord Draf&n for the fecht. 

Whan lo I his Fairly deir 
Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha 

Wi' a* the speid of feir. 

Bin as the radie star of mome 

Peirs throuch a doud of dew, 
Soe did she sehn, as round his neck 

Her snawy arms she threw. 
' O why, O why, did Fairly wair 

* On diee her thouchdess luve? 
' Whase crud heart can etde aye 

' Her father's dethe to pruve !' 

And first h^ kissd her bluming chdk,. 

And syne her bosom ddr; 
Than sadly strade athwart the ha. 

And drapd ae tendir tdr. 
^ My menzde hdd my words wi' care> 

* Gin ony wdt to slay 

" Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I swdr 
" Wi' lyfe lie sail nae gae." 

' My maidens bring my bridal gown^ 

* I little trewd yestrene, 

' To rise frae bonny Draffim's bed, 

' His bluidy dethe to sene.' 
Syne up to the hie balconie 

She has eane wi' a' her train. 
And sune Ae saw her stalwart lord 

Attein the bleising plain. 
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Owre Nethan*8 waly streim he fiired 

Wi' seeming ire and pride ; 
His blason, g^isterand owr h» htSm^ 

Bare Allan by ins syde. 
Richt Mine the bugU hiewi and hK^ 

Andbludy was the fray; 
Eir hour of nune, that emc tyde^ 

Had hundreds dnt thdr day. 

Like beacon bricht at ddd of nights 

The michty chief muv'd on; 
His basnet, blodn^ to l3ie son, 

Wi deidiy liditni^ Aone. 
Draf&n he socht, wr him at anas 

To end the cruel sti^; 
But aye his speirmen tnrang^ig rouodl 

Fomnd ihdr Idder^s lyfe. 

The ^Hndingl^Iyde wi* valiaiit bhdd 

Ran reiking monr a nfie; 
Few stude the fancfat, yei detfae fliiane 

Cold end their irie toiL 
* Wha file, I TOW« sail 6ae ny wk 

< Recdve the dethe they drdd 1* 
Cryd Draffan» as alang the i^lain 

He spurd his bluld*red steid* 

Up to Mm «ine a knight cam pranoe, c 

A' graith*d in silver mi^: 
^ Lang hare I sodit thee thronch the field, 

* this lance will tell my tdei** 
Rude was the Ira^, till Dn^tta's skSi 

Oercame his youthlu micht; 
F^c*d throucfa the visor to^eie 
Was slayne the comely knicht* 

The visor on the speir was deft. 
And Draifan Malcolm spied; 
' Ye should yonr vaunted roeid this day, 

* And not your ctrenth, ha s^'d.* 
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" Cattve, awaye msmi na flie," 

Stout Rothsay cxy'd bedeen, 
** Till, frae my glaive, ye wi' ye beir 

" The wound ye fdn'd yettreue." 

' Mair o your kins bluid hae I spilt 

* Than I docht evir grein ; 

* See Rothsay whare your hrither lyes 

* In dethe afore your eyne.* 
Bold Rothsay crieci wi' lion's mgB^ 

^ O hatefu cursed deid 1 
** Sae Draffan seiks our sister's luYew 
" Nor f^rs far itber meid !" 

Swith on the word an arrow cam 

Frae ane o' Rothsay's band. 
And smote on Draffan's lifted tai^e, 

Syne Rothsays splent it fand. 
Perc'd tbiDodi the knie to his fiearoe steid^ 

Wha pranc'd wi' ^e pain. 
The chief was forcd to quit the stryfe^ 

And sdk the nether pido* 

His minstrals there wT dolefu care 

The Uudy shaft withdrew; 
But that he sae was bar'd the fecht 

Sair did the Idder rue. 
' Cheir ye my micrie meo,' Dnffin ayd» 

Wp meikle pryde and glie; 

* The praise is ours;, oae chi^lain bides 
' ' Wi' us to bate the grie.' 

That hautie boast heard Hardykmite, 

Whare he lein'd on his speir, 
Smr weiried wi* the nune-tide heat, 

And toHsum deids of weir. 
The first sidit, when he past the thrang. 

Was Malcolm on the swaird : 
** Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tane. 

" And thy youtheid had spard ! 
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" DrafXan I ken thy ire, but now 
** Thy micht I mein to see." 

But eir he strak the deidly dint 
Draffan was on his knie. 

* Lord Hardyknute stryke gif ye may, 

* I neir wul stryve wi thee; 

* Forfend your dochtir see you slayne 

* Frae whar she sits on me ! 

^ Yeslrene the priest in haly bend 
' Me join'd wi' Fairly deir; 

* For her sake let us part in peice, 

* And neir meet mair in weir.' 

** O king of hevin, what seimly speech 
** A featour's lips can send 1 

^ And art thou he wha baith my sons 
** Brocht to a bluidy end ? 

** Haste, mount thy steid, or I sail lidit 
** And meit thee on the plain; 

** For by my forbere's saul we ndr 
** Sail part till ane be slayne." 

* Now mmd thy aith,' syne Draffan stout 

To Allan loudly cryd, 
Wha drew the shynand blade bot dreid 
And perc'd his masters syde* 

Low to the Udding eard he fell, 
And dethe sune dos'd his eyne. 

** Drafian, till now I did na ken 
'* Thy dethe cold muve my tein. 
I wold to Chryste thou valiant youth, 
** Thou wert in life again ; 
May ill befa my ruthless wrauth 
" That brocht thee to sic pain ? 



4< 
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Fairly, anes a my joy and pryde. 

Now a my grief and bale. 
Ye maun wi' haly maidens byde 
** Your deidly faut to wail. 
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** To loolm beir ye Draffim*t cone, 
** And dochtir anes sae dier, 

^ Whar she may pay his heidles luve 
** Wi mony a mournfu tdr." 



4^ 



nUi cdcbnted, and bemitHUl, and mblliiie BaOad, was written by 
Lmif Wanllaw, aeoond daughter of Sir Chaite* Halkct, of Pltfemui. 
She was bom In 1577, and in 1G96, married to Sir Henry Wardlaw. of 
Batanulie^ or Petrivie, in Fifeshire. She died about the year 1787. 

She gave her Ballad to the world, through the medium of Sir John 
Bruce, of KinroM, her brother-in-law, who communicated the MS. to 
lionl Btaining with the following account: ** In performance of my pro. 
mla^ I aend vou a true oopr of the manuaoript i found a fow wiiiiii «gu, 
in an aid Tault at Dumfermllne; it is written on vellum in a fidr Gothic 
cbancter, but so much defliced bv time, as you'll find, that the tenth part 
is not legible.'* It was first published in 1719, by some liteiwy gentkmen, 
who reaUT beHered the 9elium and wniit story, and was afterward admit- 
ted by Allan Ramsay into llie Ever-green, from which almost every suc- 
oeedingedition has been taken. 

The Ballad cdebrates an invadon of Scotland in 1863, by Haoo, king of 
Norway, who laid waste Kintire, and the islands of Bute, and Anrao— 
he also plundered the islands of Loch-kimond, which were at that time 
well Inhabited, or a» Boece describes them, ** thirty isles weii biggit with 
kirks, temples and bouses." A tempest, however, drove liisuiltM on 
rixire near Largs, where he landed his troops, there the Scotch army 
attacked them, on the Sd October, 1963. 

The second part is still more modem than the first, though on its first 
publication it was given out to be by the same author, andsidd to have 
been brought to light in the same marvellous manner. It is, perhiqis, in- 
feriw to the first oart, but possesses too much merit to be overlooked In a 
selection of this kind, especially as the lovers of antiqui^ are indebted to 
the author, Mr. John Pinkerton, for much of the knowledge thegr 
of ancient Scottish Ftoetry. 



THE CHILD OF ELLE. 

On yonder hill a castle stands, 
With walles and towres bedight; 

And yonder lives the Child ofEIle, 
A younge and comely knigbte. 

The Childe of Elle to his garden went, 

And stood at his garden pale, 
Whan, lo, he beheld fair Emmelinc's page 
Come tripping doun the dale. 
II, C 
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The Child of EHe he hyed him thence^ 

Y-wis he stoode not sdUe, 
And soone he niette fair EmmeUne's page 

Come climbing up the hille. 

Now Chritte thee sarc thott little foot page^ 
Now Christe thee save and see. 

Oh tell me how does thy lady gaye. 
And what may thy tioings be? 

My lady she is ail woe-begone, 
And the teares they fall from her eyne ; 

And aye she laments the deadly feude 
fietweene her house and thine. 

And here shee sends thee a fdlken scarfed 

Bedewde with many a teare; 
And bids thee sometimes think on her. 

Who lored thee so dearer 

And here shee sends thee a ring of gold^ 
The last boon thou mayst have; 

And biddes thee wcare it for her sake 
Whan she is laid in grave. 

For ah! her gentle heart b broke. 
And in grave soone must shee bee, 

Sith her father hath chose her a new lov^ 
And forbidde her to think of thee. 

Her father hath broucht her a carlish kni^^ 
Sir John of the north countraye. 

And within three dayes she must 1dm wedde. 
Or he vowes he ^I her slaye. 

Now bye thee backe, thou little foot page. 
And greet thy ladye from mee. 

And teUf her that I, her owne true love. 
Will dye or set her free. 
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Now hye thee backer diou little fool pi^ 

And let thy fair ladye know 
Tliis nicht will I be at her bowre-wiiidDW% 

Beti& me weale or woe. 

The boye he tripped, die boye he nm^ 

He neither stint oa stayd. 
Until he came to &ir Emmdin^s bowve^ 

Whan ImceKng downe he aayd; 

O, ladyei IHe been with thy own tiue lof^ 

And hee greets thee well tw mee; 
This ni^ will he bee at thy bowre windowe^ 

And die or sett thee five. 

Now dqr was gam aad night waa eone^ 

And all were fiist aslei^ : 
AU save the ladv BmmeKney 
Who sate in ner bawrt to w«ep^ 

And anne she heardher true love's Toioe^ 

Lowe whispering at the walle; 
Awaken awake^ my dear iadye^ . 

Tis I thy tme love call 

Awaken awake my hdye dearer 

Come mount this faar palfiraye; 
This ladder of ropes will lette thee downe. 

He carrye thee henoe awaye. 

Nowe tmye, now aaye» thon gentle knicht, 

Nowe naye this maye not bee; 
For aye shonld I tine my maiden fame^ 

If mone I shookl wend with thee. 

O ladye thon with a knight so true 

Mayst safely wend akme, 
To my lady moduv I will thee bring. 

Where marrisige dudl make as one. 
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** My father he is a baron bc^de, 

** Of lynage proud and hye, 
^ And what would he say if his daughter 

'' Away with a knight should fly ? 

'' Ah well I wot he nevir would rerit, 
*' Nor his meate should do him no goode^ 

^ Till be had slayne thee» Child of £Ue, 
*' And se^e thy deare heart's bloode," 

0| lady, wert thou in thy saddle set. 

And a little space him fro, 
I would not. care for thy cruel. &ther, 

Nor the worst that he could doe. 

O9 ladjTy vert th<m in tby saddle lette^ 

Ana once without this wolle, 
I would not care for thy cruel fathefy 

Nor the worst that might befidle. 

Fair Smmdine sigh'd, £air Emmdine wept. 

And aye her heart was woe, 
At lengthe he ^izde her lilly-white hand. 

And doune the ladder he drewe. 

And thrice he da^Mle her to his brcste. 

And kist her tenderlie: 
The tears that fell from her. fair eyes 

Kanne like the fountayne firee» 

He .mounted himselfe on his sfeeede so taUe> 

And her on a fair palfraye, 
And slung his bugle about his necke. 

And roundlye they rode awaye. 

All this bebeard her own damselle^ 

In her bed whereas she lay. 
Quoth shee. My lord shall knowe of this 

So I shcdl have golde and fee. 



Awake^ tmtke, than Inroa bold! 

Awake, my aoble dane t 
Yoar dMghter » fledcfe with die GUU of BXk, 

To doe the deaife 4if ' 



The baron lie ivpoke, the bnon he row^ 

And callde bis meriy laen all ; 
** And come thou forth. Sir Mm the kn^hte^ 

" The ladye is earned te thmU." 

Pair Emaeline semt had ridden a mile, 

A mile forth of the tovne. 
When she ww «ware of her Other's men 

Come galloping over the domie. 

And foreoMMl earae the carliah knight. 

Sir John of the north coimtmye, 
** Nowe Btop, nowe stop, thoa fmbe traltovr, 

** Nor cany that lady awaye^ 

** For sha is coose of hye iynagt, 

** And was of a hidy borae; 
** And ill it beseems thee a false churles** sonoe, 

" To carry her hence to aoome/' 

Now load tboH lyest. Sir John tiie knight, 

Now thou doest \ye of mee; 
A knight me gfolt, and a ladjre me bor^ 

Soe never md AOMe by thee. 

But iiclit now doune, my lady 6tre, 

Lufat down and hold my steed. 
White I and this discourteous icn^^ 

Do try this arduous deede. 

Fiur Emmeline ^'d, fair Enmidiae wept, 

And uye her heart was woe; 
While twixt her k>^e and the cariish knjght^ 

Ptsai many a baliiAil blow* 

3 



30 BBlTftH MIVSmSL* 

The Child of Bile he foug^ toe wdl» 
As his weapon he wBvde amaine, 

That soone he had slaine the carlish koighty 
And layd him upon the playne. 

And now the baron and all his men 

Full fast approached nye. 
Ah what may ladye Emmeline doe? 

'Twere now no boote to flye. 

Her lover he put his home to his month. 
And blew both loud and shrill. 

And soone he sawe his owne merty men 
Come rydyng over the hill. 

Now hold thy hand thou bold baron, 

I pray thee hold thy hand ; 
Nor niuiless rend two gentle hearts 

Fast knit in true love's band. 

Thy daughter I have dearly lovde^ 

Full' long and many a day. 
But with such love as holy kirke 

Hath freelye said wee may. 

O give consent she may be mine. 

And ble^ a faithful pare; 
My lands and livings are not sraaUy 

My house and lynage figure. 

My mother she was an erle's daughter. 
And a noble knight mysire-r— 

The baron he frownde, and tum'd away. 
With meikle dole and ire. 

Fur Emmeline sigh'd, fair Emmeline wept^ 

And did all trembling stand; 
At lengthe she sprang upon her knee. 

And held his lifted hand. 
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PftrdoDy my lord and father deare, 

This fair young knight and mee, 
Tnist me, but for the carlish knight, 

I never had fled from thee. 

Oft have yoa calld your Smmdine, 

Your (urling and your joye; 
O let not then your harsh resolves 

Your Emmelme destroye. 

The baron he stroakd his dark broun cheeke, ^ 

And turnd his head asyde. 
To wipe away die starting teare 

He proudly strave to hyde. 

In deq> revolving thought he stoode. 

And mus'd a little space; 
Then rais'd fair Emmeline from the grounde. 

With many a fond embrace. 

Here take her. Child of Elle, he sayd ; 

And save her lillye hand : 
Here take my deare and only child, 

And with her half my land. 

Thy father once mine honour wrong'd, 

in dayes of youthful pride, 
Do thou the iiyury repajre 

In fondness for thy bnde. 

And as thou love her, and hold her deare. 

Heaven prosper thee and thine ; 
And now my blessing wend wi* thee 

My Ibvelye Erameline. 
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THE WIFE OF AUCHTERMUCHTV. 

Ik Aucklermuckiy dwelt a Afan, 

An Husband, as I heard it tauld, 
Quha well could tipple out a Caa, 

And nowther hunt Huanpe nor Couldy 
mi anes it leii upon a Day:, 

He zokit his Pleiveh inoa ^e Plain; 
But schort the Storm wald let him stay, 

Sair blew the Day with Wind and Rain. 

Ho lowsd the Flewidi at the Lands End, 

And draife his Owsen hame at £ne; 
Qiihen he came in he blinkit ben. 

And saw his lVj(fe haith dry aod dene. 
Set bdkand by a Fyre full bauld, 

Suppand fat Sowp, as I heard say : 
Tlie Man being wcary^ wet and cauld, 

Betwein thir twa it was nae Play. 

Quod he, quhair is my Horses Com, 

My Owsen has aae Hav aor Strae^ 
Dame, ye maun Co the Plewdi the Alorn, 

I sail be Hussy gif I may. 
This Scid*time it proves cauld and bad. 

And ze sit warm, nae Troubles se; 
The Mom ze salt gae with the Lad, 

And syne zeil ken what drinkers drie* 

Gudenum, quod scho, content am I, 

To tak the Plewch my Day ahout^ 
Sac ye rule weil the Elaves and Ky, 

And all the House baith in and out: 
And now sen ze h^f made the Law, 

Then gyde all richt and do not break ; 
They sicker raid that neir did faw. 

Therefore let naithing.bc neglect. 
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But sen ye will Hu^yskep ken. 

First ye maun sift and syne sail kned ; 
And ay as ze gang butt and ben, 

Luke that the Bairns dryt not the Bed : 
And lay a saft Wysp to the Kiln, 

We naif a dear Farm on our Head; 
And ay as 2e gang forth and in, 

Keip well the Uaislings firae the Gled. 

The wyfe was up richt late at Ene, 

I pray Luck give her ill to fan*, 
Scho kirn'd the Kim, and skumt it clene, 

Left the Gudeman but bledocfa bair: 
Then in the Morning up scho gat; 

And on hir Heart laid hir Disjune, 
And pat as meikle in hir Lap, 

As micht haifserd them baith at Nune, 

Says Jo^9 be thou Maister of Wtu-k, 

And thou sail haud, and I sal ka, 
Ise promise thee a gude new Sark, 

Either of round Cl^th or of sroa. 
Scho lowst the Ousen aught or nync. 

And hynt a Gad-staff m her Hand : \ 
Up the Gudeman raise af)3r syne. 

And saw the Wsf'^ had done Command. 

He dnuf the Giu^ings forth to feid, 

Th&dr was but sevensum of them aw. 
And by thair comes the grddy-Gled, 

And lickt up five, left hnn but twa: 
Then out he ran in all his Mane, 

How sune he hard the Gaisliugs cry; 
But than or he came in again, 

The Kaves brak louse and suckt the Ky. 

The Kaves and Ky met in the Loan, 

The Man ran with a Rung to red. 
Than by came an lUwilly Roan, 

And brodit his Buttoks till they \Aed: 



Syne up he tuke a Eok of Tow, 
And be sat down to aey the Spinoingi 

He louttt doun owre neir the Low, 
Q|H>d he thu Wark ha» ill B^umiog* 

The Learn up thro the Lum did flow. 

The Sute tuke Fyre it flyed him than. 
Sum Lumps did fa' and burn his Pow ; 

I wat he was a dirty Man; 
Zit he gat Water in a Paa, 

Quhowith he slokeued out the Fyre : 
To soup the House lie syne began. 

To hand all ricbt was his Dwyvc- 

Hynd to the Kim then did he stourc^ 

And iurablit at it till he swat, 
Quhen he had rumblit a full lang Hour, 

The Sorrow crap of Butter he gat ; 
Albeit nae Butter be ooold get, 

Zit he was cummert with the JEtnt, 
And syne he bet the Milk sae het^ 

That ill a Spack of it wad syxne. 

Then ben their cam a preidy Sow, 

I trow he cund hir httle Tliank : 
For in scho shot hir mekle Mow, 

And ay scho winkit, and ay sdio drank. 
He tuke the Kirnstaff be the Schank, 

And (hocht to rcdk the Sew a Uout, 
The twa left Gaisliiigs gat a Clank, 

That Straik dang baitb tbak Haras out. 

Then he bure Kendlin to the Kill, 

But scho start all up in a Low, 
Quhat eir he heard wnat eir he saw. 

He kendna now what next to do. 
Then he aied to take up Ibe Baicas, 

Thocht to hare ftrnd tbem fair and cleae; 
Hie first that he gat ia fait Aims, 

Was a bfldirtia to ibe £ne. 
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Tlie first it sroeRt saeseppylie, 

To touch the lave he did not grein : 
The Deil cut aff thair Hands, quoth he, 

That cramd zour Kytes sae strutc zestreiiu 
He traild the foul Sheits down the Gate, 

Thocht to half wash'd them on a Stane, 
The Burn was risen grit of Spait, 

Away frae him the Shdta nas tane. 

Then up he gat oo a Know-heid» 

On hu* to cry, on hir to schout; 
Scho hard him, and scho hard him not» 

But stoutly steird the Stots about. 
Scho draif the Day unto the Nicht, 

Scho lowst the Plewch, and syne came hame; 
Scho fand all wrang that sould bene richt, 

I trow the Man tbocht mekle Schame. 

Quoth he, my Office I forsake, 

For all the hale Days of my Lyfe; 
For I wald put a House to Wraik, 

Had I been twenty Day» Gadew}*fe. 
Quoth scho, weil mot ze bruke your Plac^ 

For truely I sail neir accept it; 
Quoth he, Feynd fa the Lyar» Face, 

But zit ze may be blyth to get it. 

Then up scho gat a mekle Rung; 

And the Guderoan made to the Dore^ 
Quoth he^ Dame, I sal hald my Tung» 

For and we fecht I'll get the war: 
Quoth he, when I forsuke my Plewdi, 

I trow I but forsuke my Skill : 
Then I will to my Plewch again ; 

For I and this House will nevir do weil. 



This 18 one of the most exquisite comic Ballads, to be found in the lan- 
guage. It was first made known to the general reader bv Allan Bamsay, 
vho poblished it in hit Ever.«reen ttcm the Baaiu^hrne M8&, wiMnw it it 
tabtcrited Mofikt; but whithec this tw John Moi&t,^«uUior of a pknit 
piece, •'Bemeiiiber the £nd,** printed In Hailcr coHecOon of aoelcnt 
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poema, is altogether uncertatai. Nor is any part of Oie biagnq^y of MaC* 

fat, nor even the exact time when he lived, more certainlj^ kuo^ t^u> 

hif works, at leuC» if they be, the w»k < 

not faUen within the ranj^ of my reading. 

that he was ah ecclesiastic^ and the supposition 

learning of that age (the 15th century) was almost wholl] 

order, andtheereater pact^of the early poets, whose wc 

ters have come dowA<Co "ul^ (^ther were ecclesiastiCB or r* 

for the IjODours aad emdhniiebts of the order. 



LORD ULLIN'S DAUfia^, 

A CHIEFTAIN, to the HigL__. ^^^^ 
Cries, *^ Boatman, d6 not'mT't'^ 

^ And I'll give thee a oiyer poi 
" To row us o'er the ferry.— "?W^. H 

" Now who be ye, woi4d'<^ss ^^phgyle,- 
^ This dark and stmrny waterl^ ^ 

*" Oh I'm the chief of^m^^iiai^;/ ^ti 
** And this Lord UlflfV^uj 

" And fastt>efore her father's niibo 

** Three days we've fled to^^ 
** For shouliTne find us in.the.^ 

'* My blqod would staitf^tb^l 

** His borsenpn hard behii 

** Should tfney our steps 
" Theif.who will ch«ei 

** When.tb^^ibave-4!BiB-l]«|'. 




Outspoke the hardy Highland wight 
•* I'll go, my chief — I'm ready : — 

" It is not for your silver bright; 
'* But for your winsome lady : 

** And by my wordl the bonny bird 

'^ In, danger shall not tarry; 
** So, though the waves are raging white, 

•• I'll row you o'er the ferry. — " 
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By this the storm grew loud vj^e. 

Hie water-wraith was shrieKing ; 
And in the scowl of heaven each f^ce 

Grew dark as they were speaking. 

But still as wilder blew the wind. 

And as the night grew drearer, 
Adown the glen rode armed men, 

Their trampling sounded nearer. — 

** O haste thee, haste !" the lady cries, 
** Though tempests round us gather; 

** ni meet the rising of the skies, 
^ But not an angry father."— « 

The boat has left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before ber,^o 
When oh ! too strong for human hand, 

The tempest gather'd o'er her^ — 

And still they row'd amidst the roar 

Of waters fast prevailing : 
Lord nilin reach'd that fatal shore, 

His wrath was changM to wailing.-— 

For sore dismayed through storm and shade. 

His child he did discover : — 
One lovely hand she stretchM for aid. 

And one was round her lover. 

** Come back ! come back l" be cried in grie( 
*' Across this stormy water : 
And ril forgive your Highland chiei^ 
My daughter ! oh my daughter."— 






'Twas vain the loud waves lash'd the shores 

Return or aid preventing :— 
The waters wild went o'er his child— 

And he was left lamenting. 
11. D 10 
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THB TURKISH LADY, 

TwA8 the hour when rites unlioly 
Caird each Paynim voice to prayer. 

And the star that faded slowly 
Left to dews the freshen'd wv 

Day her sultry fires had wasted, 
Calm and sweet the moonlight rose: 

Even a captive^s spirit tasted 
H^lf oblivion of his woes* 

Then 'twas fhim an Bmir^ jnlace 

Came an Eastern lady bright : 
She, in spite of tyrants jealous, 

Saw and lovM an English knight. 

** Tell me^ captive, why in anguish 
* Foes have dn^d thee here to dwells 

** Where poor Christians as they languish 
** Hear no sound of Sabbath beU?^— . 

** *Twas on Transylvania's Banoat 
** When the eresent shone afar, 

^ Like a pale disastrous planet 
** O'er the purple tide of war—* 

'* In that day of desolaUon, 

'* Lady, I was captive made; 
** Bleeding for my Christian nation 

'' By the walls of high Belgrade." 

" Captive, could the brightest jewel 
** From my turban set thee free?^ 

*' Lady, no ! the gift were cruel, 
" Ransom'd, yet H*reft of thee. 

^ ^ Say, fiur princess ! would it .grieve thee 
** Christian climes should we behold?" 
** Nay, bold knight ! I would not leave thee 
*' Were thy ransom paid in. gold.!' 



iff 



in 



Kbw in heaVen^s blue e^cpaiMon 
Rose the midnight star to view» 

When, to qilit her fathei^s mansion, 
Thrice she wept, and bade adieu I 

^ Fly we then, while none discover ! 

^ Tytant barks in vain ye ride i^* 
Soon at Rhodes the firitbh lover 

Cla^M his bioomiiig Eastern bride. 



11m tiM praeedilw lialltadt are IhMD tbejpra of tiM aoooini^^ 
tfThe AeMurat or Hope^ Oertnule of ITVyomiiiA &c ftc and tie«r, die 
lintcqiedaUr.anUwclMnttterMktof lib|K>wahdfeai^ TM^aJe 



BfUib ttM rtnu mm iMd i 

The water.WTann was sbrieuiiff j 
And in the wowl of hetven each fii(6e 

drew dj^k m thegr were q)eaking. 

hlNMrth aMinliieof the ii$ig$o^ ituflnthat la ^^-equMllv Mithide^ upoli 
(the world, and praised loo, as exquisite Ballad poetry. Mr. CampjbeU and 
his works I consider to be indeed^ fiur tieyond any praise of mine; but t 
tannot auppteas an ekpreasion of regret^ in common with the rert of my 
eountryment thati^osaessing^ af he does^ so completely the puttie atten* 
tion, be ao addom makes use of his privilege. Why are his dellghtAii 
cflbriona, so iumly raJnilaind to warm the heait,*refine tfaafeelingt, and 
sublime the undentandinft ** Like angel visits few and far between)^** 
While the tarings of that irotld #here truth, meniy, and hope ai« alike 
tanknown, embodledin Oknusi ICanftedsh Beppoa, and OetaJuaijS) az« 
day to day bubbling the multitude out of their principles and their under, 
standings at the same time? Pope^ with that laconic sazcasm that waa 
peouUar to his character, dcatfribcii the people as a manyheaded bea^, and 
fl^ndaiKy of facts might be adduced to prove that this venerable nenon- 
•ge (it would be very rude, in these days of liberality, to say beast)} is not 
Very tWinrnlim in his tarte; but were It not Ibr the scantiness of such 
goldai huitageas Gertrudou (^Connor's Child, &c. it is altogether incredi. 
He that he would deign to feed upon sudi gartiag^ that can be oompand 
to Mtlitag Miperior to laekH garlic, and •• dwtlcn herringi** 



DUNBAR'S DREOYi 

MadttoKiiigJamet F, being in SUrvUng, 

Ws that ar heir in Heavens Glory, 
To xott that ar in Purgatory, 
Commends us on our hearty Ways, 
I mene we Folk in Paradyoe, 
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In Bdinbrugh with all Mlrrynem, 
To zou in SHrvUjig in Distress, 
Quhair nowther Pieasance nor Deljt is. 
Thus pittying ane Apostle- wryts. 

O ze Hermits and Hankersaidlis^ 
That tak ^dilk. Penance at zour Tables, 
And eit nae Meat restorative, 
Nor drink the Wyne comfortadve. 
But Ale that is baith thin and small. 
With but few Courses in zour Hall, 
. Bot Company of Lords or Knychts, 
Or ony uther guidly Wichts, 
Solitar walkand zour alane, 
Seing naething but Stock or Stanc 
Out of zour painfull Purgatory, 
To bring zou to the Bless of Glory ; 
Of Edinbru^h the mbry Toun 
Wc sail begin a carefnU Soun, 
Ane Dregy kynd, devout and meik. 
The Blest abune we sail beseik 
Zou to delyvir out of zour Noy, 
And bring zou sune to Edinbrughs Joy, 
Thair to be mirry amang zour Freins, 
And sae the Dregy thus begins. 

LECTIO L 

The   • 
The mirthfull Marvy Virgin chast. 
Of Angels all the Orders nyne. 
And all the heavenly Court divyne, 
Sune bring ze frae the Pyne and Wae 
Of Stirvling, ilka Court Mans Fae, 
Again to Edinburgks Joy and Bliss, 
Quhair Worschip, Wealth and Weilfair is,< 
Play, Pieasance, and eik Honesty, 
Say ze Amen, for Charity. 

Retp(mno,.tu autem Domine. 
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Tak Consolation in tour F^^ 
In Tribulation, tak Consolation, 
Out of Vexation cum hame Skgaini 
Tak Consolation in zour Pain i 

Jube Dom. benedicite* 

Out of Distress of SHrvUng Toun 
To ISdinbhigh bless Ood mak ce bonn. 

Lectio il 

Ptetriairchs, iProphets and Apostles deir, 
Virgins, Confessouris, Martyns cleir, 
And all the Seat celestiall, 
bevoutly we upon them call, 
That sune out of 2our Pains fell, 
Ze may in Heaven heir with us dwell. 
To eat Oran, Pertrick, Swan and Pliver, 
And every Fisch that swyms in River, 
To drink with us the new fresch Wyne 
That grew upon the River Ryne^ 
Fresch fragrant Clarits out of France^ 
Of Anders and of Orliance^ 
With mony Comforts of grit Dainty, 
Say ze Amen^ for Charity. 

Retponsum, tu avtem Dom. 

Gon and Sanct Jeil heir zou convoy 
Baith sune and weil, God and Sanct Jeil, 
To Sonce and Sell, Solace and Joy, 
God and Sanct Jeii heir zou convoy, 
Out of SHrf>litigt Pains fell, 
In Edmbrugh Joy sune mot ze dwell. 

LECTIO III. 

We pray to all the Saints in Heaven, 
That ar abune the Stams seven, 
Zou to bring out of zour Penance, 
That ze may sune sing, play and daunce < 

5 
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In Edmhrugh heir, and mak gnde Cheir, 

Quher Wealth and Weilfare is bot Weir; 

And I that do zour Pains discryye 

Intend to vissy zou belyve. 

In Desart not with zou to dwell, 

But as the Angel Saint GabrieU 

Dois go betwem, frae Heavens Gloiy, 

To them that ar in Pui^ory, 

Sum Consolation them to give, 

Quhyle they in Tribulation live, 

And schaw them, quhen thair Pains ar pasf^ 

They sail cum up to Heaven at last ; 

Hou nane deserves to haif Sweitness, 

That nevir tastit Bitterness; 

And therfor hou suld ze considder 

Of Edinbrugks Bless, quhen zou cum bidder : 

But gif ze tastit had befoir 

Of Stirvling Toun, the Pains soir, 

And therfore tak in Patience 

Zour Penance and zour Abstinence, 

And ze sail cum or Zide begin 

Into the Bless that we ar in ; 

Quhilk grant we pray to all on Hy, 

Say ze Amen^ for Charity. 

Hespons. tu avievi Dmn. 

Cum hame and dwell nae mair in Stirvling, 
Frae hydious Hell cum hame and dwell, 
Quhair Fisch to sell ar nana but Spirrling, 
Cum hame and dwell nae mair in Stirvling, 



k. ^^ ^»^ ^ ^ '%' ^ 



THE FLVriNG. 

Dunbar to Kennedie, 

Ersch brybour Baird, vyle Beggar with thy Bratts, 

bittin Kennedie, Coward of Kynd, 
ni-far't and dryit, as Densman on the Ratts, 
Lyke as the Gledds had on thy gule Snowt dynd; 
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Monster mismaid^ ilk Mune out of thy Mynd, 
Rebaid renounce thy rytning, thou but royis, 

Thy trechour Tung has tane a heland Strynd ; 
A lawland Erse wald mak a better Nbyis. 

Riven, raggtt Ruke, and full of Rebaldrie, 

Scart Scorpion, scaldit in ScurilitJe, 
1 86 the haltane in thy Harlotrie, 

And into nther Science nothing slie, 

Of every Vertew wyd, as Men may se; 
Quyt claim with Clergy, cleik to thee a Club, 

Blasphemar Baird, in Brybrie ay to be; 
Wisdom and Wit, a Wisp frae thee may rub. 

Dastard, thou speirs, Gif I dare with thee fecht ? 

Ze uDogone, dowbart, therof haif thou nae Doutj 
Quhair eir we meit therto, my Hand I hecht 

T<> redd thy Rebaid ryniing with a Rout : 

Throw Britain braid it sail be blawn about, 
Hou that thou, poysond Pelour, gat thy Paiks 

With a Dog-Leisch, I schepe to gar thcschout. 
And nowther to thee tak Knyfe, Swerd or Aix. 

Thou Crop and Rute of Traytor treasonable, 

Fader and Muder of Morthor and Mischeif, 
DeceitfuU Tyrand, Serpent tungd, unstable, 

Cuckald, Cradoun, Couard and common Theif; 

Thou purposd anes to undo our Lord and Chief, 
In Paislav, with a Poyson that was fell^ 

For quhilk Brybour zit sail thou thole a Brief; 
Pelor, I sail it prieve on thee my sell. 

Tho' I wald lie, thy frawart Phisnomy 

Dois manifest thy Malice to all Men; 
Fy Tray tour Theif, fy Glengore Loun, fy, fy, 

Fy Feyndlyke Front, far fouler than a Fen, 

My Freynds thou hast reprovit with thy Pen, 
Traytour thou leis, quhilk I sail on thee preive; 

Suppose thy Held wer armit Tymis ten, 
Thou sail recryit, or I thy Crown sail cleive. 
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Or thou dufst move thy Mynd malidous, 
Thou saw the Sail abune my Heid updraw ; 

Biit Eokit full wid, and NieptunUt, 
Mirk and Muneless, was met with Wind And Wmtei, 
And mony a hundreth Myles hynd coud us blaw 

By Roland^ Zetland and the ITottkufay Coa^t, 
In Deserts vast, quhcdr we wer famist aw, 

2it cum' I hame, fals Baird, to lay thy Boast. 

Thou callis thee Rethory with thy goldin Lipps : 

Na, glowrand, gapeand ^ule, thou art begyld^ 
Thou art but Glunschoch with the giltit Hipps, 

That for th^ Lounrie mony a Ldsch has fyld ; 

Vaip Widdifow, out of thy Wit gane wyld, 
Ldthly and lowsy, lathand as a Lent, 

Sen thou of Worschip wad sae fidn be styld; 
Hail Sovraign Schir, thy B— s hing throw diy Breik« 

F6rworthin Pule^ of all the Warld Refuse, 

^ Quhat Ferly is thocht thou rejoyce to Byt? 
Sic Eloquence as they in Martty use, 

In sic is set thy trawart Appityte; 

Thou has full litle Feil of fair Indyte, 
I half on me a Pair of Lowthiane Hipps, 

Sail fairer Ingtis mak, and roair perfyte. 
Than thou can bleber with thy Catrick Lipps* 

Bettir thoU gains to Idd a Dog to skomer, - 
Pynd Pyck-purse Pelour, than with thy Maister plngie^ 

Thou lav richt piddles in the Peis this Sommer, 
And fain at £vm for to bring hame a Single, 
Syne rubbd it at ane uther auld Wyfis Ingle : 

In Winter now for Purtith thou art trakit. 
Thou has nae Breiks to let thy Hawlocks gingle; 

Gae beg a Club, for Bard thou sail gae nakit 

Lean, lounger, lowsy, baith in Lisk and Lunzie, 

Fy, skowdert Skyn, thou art but Skyre and Skrumple; 

For he that rosted Lawrance had thy Grunzic, 
And he that hid Saint Johns £en with a Wimple, 
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And he that dang Skint Augwtj^ ynth a Rumplo, 
Tliy foul Front had he that BaMmo flayd ; 

The Gallows gapes after thy graceies Gruntle, 
As thou wald for a Haggles, hungrey Gled. 

Comerwald Crawdon, nane compts the a Kers, 

Swdr swapit, swanky Swyne, Kepar ay for Swats: 
Thy Commissar QuirUi/ne bids the cum kis his Erss, 

He lykes not sic a forlane Loun of Laits; 

He says. Thou rfcafis and begs mair Beir and Aits, 
Nor ony Criple in Carrick Land about : 

Uther pure Beggars thole with thee Debates, 
Carlings decript on Kennedie cry out. , 

Matter enough I half, I neid not fenzie, 
Thocht thou foul Trumperlias upon me lied. 

Carrion corrupt, hich sail I cry thy Senzie; 
Thinks thou not hou thou came into grit Neid, 
Greitand in Oalknoap, iyke Oallow Breid, 

Ramand and rowpand, be^and Ky and Ox, 
1 9IBN9 thee there into thy Watchmans. Weld, 

Quhilk was not worth a Pair of auld gray Socks. 

Ersch Katherene with thy Polk, Breik and Rilling, 
Thou and tliy Quean as greidy Gleds xe gang 

With Polks to Mill, and begs baith Meil and Schilling, 
Thair is but Lyce and lang Nails zou amang, 
Foul H^gerbald^ for Hens this wilt ze bang. 

Thou haf a poilus Face to play with Lambs; 
A Thousand Kids wer they in Falds full Strang, 

Thy Limmer Luke wald Jey them and thair Dams. 

Intill a Glen thou has, out of Repair, 
A laithly Ludge that was the Lipper Mens, 

With thee a Soutars Wyfe of Bliss as bair, 
Ze Iyke twa Stalkers steils in Cocks and- Hens, 
Thou pluks the Poultiy, scho pulls aff the Pens, 

All Carrtck crys, God gin ^is Dowf wer drownd; 
And quhen thou heirs a Guse quaik in the Glens, 

Swdter thou thinkst than Mattins Bell of Sound* 
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Than Laxanu^ llioa laithly Idn Thmort, 
To aU the Wartd thou may Bxample be» 

To luke upon thy grydie pitious Port, 
For bydious, how and holkit is tMne £e» 

** Thy Cheik bane hair, and blaikint is thy Blie» 

Thy Chop, thy Choi, ^urs mony Men live chaste^ 
Thv dane it gars us mynd that we maude die | 

1 conjure thee, thou hungert hyland Ohaist 

The larbar Lukes of thy iang leioest Crai^, 
Thy pufe pynd Throple i^t, and out of Ply» 

Thy skoldirt Skin, hewd lyke a Si^froti-bag, 

Gars Men dispyt thair Flesch, thou Spreit of Gy 2 
Fy ! fqmdly Front, Fy ! Tyks Face, Fy ! O Fy I 

Ay Loungand, Ivke a Locksman on a Ladder; 
Thy ghaisUy Luke fleys Folks diat pas thee by» 

Lyke a deid Theif thats glowrand in a Tedder. 

Nyse Nagus Kipcwk, with thy SohulderB iiarroir. 

Thou lousy lukes, and tume of Lumis Aw, 
Hard Hurdieon, lurpland, faippit like an Harfcyw f 

Thy Rig-bane ratlcs, and tiiy Ribs on ratTy . 

Thy Hanches hurklis with Hukebanes harsh and haW| 
Thy faithly L^ms are Idn as ony Trds s 

Ofa^, Theif Bard, or I sail brdc thy Gaw^ 
Foul darrybald, cry Mercy on thy Kneis. 

Thou sco«rrv hippit, ugly Averil, 

With hurklaiid Banes, ay howkand throa thy Hyde^ 
Rdsdt and crynd, as hangit Man on Hill, 

And aft bemrakit with an ovre hie lyde, 

Quhilk brews ricbt meikle Barret to thy Bryd, 
Hir Care is all to denge th^ Cabroch Hows, 

Quhair thou lyes sawsly m Saffron back and Syde, 
Powdert with Pnmrose, swarmand all with Clows. 

Worlin Wanworth, I warn thee it b written. 
Thou skyland Skarth, thou has the^Hurle bdiind. 

Wan wnugland Wasp, mae Worms thou has beshitten 
Than ttoe is Grass on Ground or fieist on Luod; 
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Tho* thou did first nc Folly to me find; 
Thou sail again with mae Witnes than I» 

Thy CrulMiioch Gane does on thy Back it hindy 
Thy whostand Hipps let neer thy Hose be dry. 

Thou held the Burch lang with a borrowit Gown, 
And an Caprowsy barkit all with Sweit; 

And quhen the Lads saw thee sae like a Loun, 
They bickert thee with mony a Bae and Bleit, 
Now upland thou lives rife on rubit Quhiet, 

Aft for ane Cause thy Burddaith ndds nae spredding, 
For thou has nowther for to drink or eit, 

But like a berdless Bard that had nae Bed(&Dg* 

Strait Gibbons Air, that ndr owrestrade a Horse, 
Bkie barefut Bairn, in bare Tyme was thou bom; 

Thou brings the Carrik Clay to Edinburgh Cross, 
Upon thy Boetings hobbland hard as Horn, 
Strae Wisps hing out quhair that the Wats ar worn. 

Cum ihou again to skar us with thy Straes, 
We sail gar skale our Schulis all thee to skom, 

Aad stane thee up the Cawsy as thou gaes. 

The Boys of Edinburgh^ as the Beis out thraws. 

And ay crys out, Seir cwns our aimn quier Ckrk; 
Then fleis thou lyk a Houlat chaist with Craws, 

Quhyle all the Bitches at thy Buitings bark. 

Then Carlings cry, Keip Curches in the raevk, 
Our Gallows gapes, lo quhair a graceless gaes : 

Anither says, I se him want a Sark, 
I red ye Kimmer tak in your Linning Clais. 

Then rins thou doun the Gate, wiA Gild of Boys, 
And ail the Toun Tykes hingand at thy tHeik; 

Of Lads and Lowds ther ryses sic a Noyse, 
Quhyle Wenches rin away with Cards and Quheils, 
And Cadgers Avers east baith Coals and Cmls; 

For Reird of thee, and rattling of thy Butes, 
Fish Wyves cvy fy, and cast down Skulls and skeiis. 

Sum clashes thee, ^some dods^thee^on the Cutes. 
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Loun lyke Mabaun, be boon me tiH obey ; 

Thief, now ia Greif, Mischief sail betyde. 
Cry Grace, Tyks Face, or I thee chase and Hey, 

Owl, rait and zoul, I sail defoul thy Pryde; 

Peild Gled, baith fed, and bred of Bitches Syde, 
Sae lyke a Tyke, Pnrspyke, quhat Man sets bv thee> 

Forflitten, —-bitten, besbitten barkit Hyde. 
Climb Ledder, fyle Tedder, foul Edder, I defy thee. 

Mauch Mutton, byle Button, percht Glutton, Air to 

Hillhouse; 

Rank Beggar, Oyster-dreggar, foul ii^gger in the Fleit; 

Chttter-lilling, RuoL-rilfing, Lick-schUMng in the lifill- 

house: 

Bawd Rehator^ Thief of Nature, false Traytor, Teyods 

Get» 
Filling of Tauch, Rak sauch. Cry Crauch tfaou ait 
owreset; 
Mutton Dryver, Girnal Ryver, zad Skyvar foul fell thee; 

Herityck, Lunatyck, Purspyk, Carlines Pet, 
Rotten Crok, dirten Ook, cry Cok^^ or I sail quell thee. 



Kennedie to JDtmbar^ 

DOTHANB Deils Son, and Dragon dispytous, 

AMram*i Birth, and bred with JBeHall, 
Wod Werwouf Worm, and Scorpion vennemous 
Lucifers Laid, and foul Feynds Face Infernal ; 
Thou Sodomite seperale frae Saints Celestal ; 
Put I not Silence to the Shiphird Knave, 
Gin thou of new begins to ryme and rave. 
Thou sail be made baith blate and bleir £ied BestiaL 

How thy Forbeirs are come, I have a FeU, 
Of Cockbumi'Peth, the Writ makes me awar> 

Generit betwixt a scho Beir and a Deil ; 
Sae he was calld Deilber and not Dunbar:. 
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This Deilber generit of a Meir of Mar, 
Cortpatrick Earl of Merchy and be IlusioD, 
The first that eir pat Scotland in Confusion, 

Was that false Traytor firmly say I dare. 

Quhen Bruce and JBaliol difiert for the Croun, 
Scots Lords could not obey the Inglu Laws; 
This Corspatrick betrayed Berwick Town, 
And slew Seven thousand Scott within thae Waws r 
The Battle syne o£ Spottsmuir he gart cause, 
And came with Edward LangthanJu to the Field, 
Where Twelve thousand true Scottith Men were 
kiU'd, 
And IVaUace chaisC, as the Chronicle shaws* 

Scots Lords and Chiftains he gart hald and Chesson^ 

In Firmance fast, till all the Field was done. 
Within Dunbar thsit auld Spelunk of Treason; 
Sae Jnglis Tykes in Scotland wan abune; 
Then spulziet they the Haly Stane of Scone; 
The Cross of HcU^roodhome, and sic Jewells; 
He birns in Hell, Body, Banes and Bowells, 
This Corspatrick that Scotland has undone. 

Wedhce gart cry an Counsale into Perth, 

And caird Corspatrick Tfaytor be his Style, 
But that damn'd Dragon drew him in Disertb, 
And said he kend but Wallace King in Kyle, 
Out of Dunbar that Thief he made Exyle, 
Unto Edward and Inglis Ground again : 
Serpents and Taids and Tigers sail remain, 
In Dunbar Waws, Tods, Woufs and Beists vyle» 

Nae Fowles of EiFect, now amange thae Binks, 
Bi^s nor abydes, for nothing that may be. 

Thy Stanes of Treason as the Bruntstane stinks, 
OiDeilbers Mother casten in the Se» 
IL E 
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The Variet Aple of the forbidden Tree, 
That Adion eit qiihen he tint Paradyce, 
Scho eit envennomM like a Cockatrycey 

Syne marriet with the Deil for Dignitie. 

Zit of new Treason I can tell the Tales, 

That cums on Nicht by Vision in my Sleip, 
Archbatdd Dunbar betray'd the House of Hedei^ 
Because the zung Lord had Dunbar to keip, 
Thrau that pretendand to thdr Rowms to creip; 
Richt crewely his Castle he j^urseuet, 
Broucht him forth boundin, and the Place reskewt, 
Set him in Fetters in a Dungeon deip. 

It were against baith Nature and gude Reason, 

That Deilbers Bairns were true to God or Man, 
Quhilk were baith gotten, bom and bred in Treaaoa, 
Belzebuhhs Oys and curst Corspatricks Clan, 
Thou was prescryvt and ordainM be Sathan, 
Now to be born to do thy Kin Defame, 
And gar me shaw thy Antecessours Schame, 
Thy Kin that fives may wary thee and bcm. 

Sen thou on me thus, Lymmer, leis and trattlis, 

And sends «c Sentence foundit of Envy; 
Thy Elders Banes ryse ilka Nicht and raUe; 
And on thy Corss, Vengance, Vengance they cry. 
Thou art the Cause they may not rest nor ly ; 
Thou says for them few Paiers, Salms or Creidsy 
But gars me tell their Rentdls and Misdeids, 
And thair auld Sin with new Schame certery. 

Insenswat Sow, ceis fals Etutaces Air, 

And knaw, kein Scald I hald of Alathia^ 
And gar me not the Cause lang to dedair. 
Of thy curst Kin Deilber and his Alia; 
Cum to the Corss on Kneis and mak a Crk^ 
Confess thy Crysie, hald Kennedie thy King, 
And with a Hawthorn scourge thy sell and (fing. 
Thus drie thy Pennaoce dele guuH gtda. 
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Pass to mv Cowmtar and be confett, 

BefcNre him cour on Kneis and cnm in Will; 
And syne gar Stobo for thy Lyfe protest : 
Renunce thy Rymes, baith ban and barn thy Bill, 
Heive to the Heaven thy Hands and hald thee still. 
l}o thou not this Brigane thou sail be brint 
With Fik, Tar, Fyre, Gun-powder and Lint, 
On AHhur^/a^ or ony hicber Hill. 

I haif ambulate on Pamaso the Mountain, 

Inspyrt with Hermes frae his golden Sphere, 
And dulcely dnmk of Eloquence the Fountain, 
Quhen purifeet with Frost, and flowand cleir. 
And thou hast cum in Merch or Februeir; 
There till ane Pule and drunk the Padock Rude, 
That gars thee Ryme in Terms of Sence denude. 
And blaber Things that wyse Men hate to heir. 

Thou luTes nae Ertch^ £!f, I understand. 
But it suld be all true SooHtmeni Beid; 
It was the first gude Language of this Land| 
And ScoTA gart it multypue and spreid. 
Till Corspatrick that we of Treason reid, 
Thy Fore-^er, made JErsch and JSrsckmen thlo, 
Throu his Treason brocht Inglis Fassouns in, 
Sae wald thysell, micht thou to him succeed. 

Fule Ignorant, in all diy Mowis and Makks, 

It may be verryfeit thy Wit is thin, 
Quhen thou wryts Densmen dryd upon die Ratts, 
Demmen of Denmark are of the JKings Kin, 
The Wit thou suld have had was casten in. 

Even at thy Erse backward with an Staw-slung; 
Therefore, fals Harlot Hure-son, hald thy Tuiig^ 
DeUber thou deives the Deil thy £me with Din. 

Quhairas thou says, that I steil Hens and Lamms, 
I )et thee Wit I haif Land Store and Staks, 

Thou wald be fain to gnaw Lad with thy Gamms 
Under my Burde frush Banes behind Dogs back* 
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Thy Purse its tume, I half bmth Steids and Caiks, 
Thou tint the Sok, I Coulter haif and Pleuch; 
Thy Geir and Substance is a Widdy teuch. 

On Faleonn Mount, about thy Craig to rax. 

And zit mount Faleonn Gallows is owre fair, 

For to be fleyt with sic a frontles Face; 
Cum hame and hing under an Trie o£Air, 
To eard thee under it, I sail purchase Grace, 
To eit thy Flesh the Dog sail haif nae Space. 
Ravens sail ryve naething but thy Tung Rutes; 
For thou sic Malice of thy Master mutes, 
It is weil set that thou sic barret brace. 

A small Fynance amang thy Freinds thou beggit. 

To stanche thy skome with Haly Mulds thou lost 
Thou saild to get a Dowkar for to dreggit; 
It lyes clos'd in a Clout on Korthway Coast, 
Sic Revel gars thee be servt with cauld Roa^ 
And aft sit supperless beyond the Se, 
Cryand fit Dons, Caritas amore DEI, 
Broides, Barefute, and all in Duds up dost. 

DeUber has nocht ado with a Dunbar; 

The Earls of Murray bure that Surname richt. 
That to their King ay true and constant war; 
Of that Kin came Dunbar of Wettfield Knicht, 
That Succession is hardy, wyse and wicht; 
And has naething ado now with the Deil, 
But DeUber is thy Kin, and kens the Weil, 
And has in Hell for thee a Chalmer dicht. 

Curst crupand Craw, I sail gar crop thy Tung, 
And thou sail cry Cormunduni on thy Kneis, 
Derch I sail ding thee till I gar thee dung. 
And thou sail lick thy Lipps and sweir thou lies : 
I sail degrad the gracless of thy Greis, 

Scald thee for Skorn, and scor thee af thy Sule, 
Gar round thy Heid transform thee as a Fule, 
And with Treason gar trone thee on the Treis. 
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ftawmoud Rebald, and Ranegald Rehator, 

My Lynage and Forbeirs war evir leil, 
It cams aft to thy sell to be a Traytor, 

To lyde by Nicht, to rin, to reive and steil, 
Quhen thou puts Poyson to me I appeii 

Thee in that Place, and prive it on thy Person^ 
Claim not to Clergy, I defy thee, Ganoun, 
Thou sail buy it deir enouch, Derch of the DeiL 

tn tnglandf Owl, sould be thy Habitation ; 

Homage to Edward Larigthanks made Uiy Kin, 
Into Dunbar resaivt him thy fals Nation : 
They sould be exylt Scotland mair and myn, 
Ane stark Gallows, a Widdy and a Pin : 
The Heid Poynt of thy Elders Arms are 
Written abune in Poysie, Hang Dunbar, 
Quarter and draw, and make that Surname thin< 

I am the Kings Blude, his trew and q)edal Clerk, 

That nevir zit imagind his Ofienoe, 
Constant in Mynd, in Thocht, in Word, and Wark, 
Dependand only on his Excellence, 
IVestand to have of his Magnificence^ 
Gwairdoun, reward, and fienyfice bedein> 
Quhair that the Ravins sail ryve out baith thy Ein 
And on the Rattis sail be thy Residence* 

Frae Atrick Forest forward to Domfrme, 

Thou bc^t with a Pardon in all Kirks, 
Collaps, Cruds, Butter, Meil, Grots, Gryce, and Gds^ 
And undernicht quhyles thou stall Staigs and Stirks, 
Because Dow Scotland of thy begging irks. 

Thou shaips in France to be Knicht of the Field, 
Thou has thy Clam Shells add thv Burdoun keild^ 
nk Ways unhonest, Wolrun, that tnou works. 

Thou mav not pass Mount Bernard for wild Beists, 
Nor wm throw Mount Scarpary for the Snaw, 

Mount NicholaSj Moimt Godard thee arreists. 
Sic Beis of Briggand blinds them with a Blaw. 
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In Paris with thy Master ButreaUy 

Abyde and be his Prentise neir the Bank, 
And help to hang Fripont for half a Franks 

And at the last thy self maun thole the Law. 

Thou haltand Harlot neir a gude thou hais, 

For Fait of Pussance, Peilor, thou may pak thee; 
Thou drank thy Sark, and als wedset thy Clais; ; 
There is nae Lord in Service that will tak thee. 
A Pack of Flae-Skins Fynance for to mak thee. 
Thou sail receive at Danskyn of my Tailzie^ 
With deprafundis set thee and that failzie. 
And I sail send the blak Deil for to bak thee^ 

Into the Kathenne thou made a foul lECahute; 

For thou bedrait hir doun frae Stern to steir. 
Upon her Sydes was sein that thou could schute, 
The Dirt cleaves till hir Tows this Twenty Zeir, 
The Firmament nor Firth was never eleir, 

Quhyle thou, Deils Birth DeUher^ was on the Se, 
Ilk l§aul had sunkin throu the Sin of thee» 
War not the People made sae miekle Prayer. 

Quhen that the Schip was saynt and under Sail, 

Foul Brow in Hoil thou purpost for to pass, 
Thou schot and was not sicker of thy Tail, 
Beshait the Steir, the Compas and the Glass, 
The Skiper bad gar land thee at the Bass, 
Thou spewd and custe mony a laithly Lum])^ 
Faster nor all the Mariners coud pump, 
And zit thy Wame is war nor eir it was. 

Had they befen sae provided of Schot of Gun 
By Men of Weir, hot perell they had past; 
As thou was lowse and ready with thy Bun, 
They neid haif tane nae towing at the last. 
For thou could cuke a Cartful at a Cast; 
Ther is nae Ship that thee will now resaiC 
Faster thou fylt than Fyfteensum might laife. 
And myrd them with thy Muck to the mid Mast. 
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Thfow Ingland tbeiVe, and tak thee to tlij Fute, 

And bound to half with thee a fals Botwand, 
Ane Horsmanshell thou call thee at the Mute, 
And with that Craft convoy thee throw the Land; 
Be naithing airch, but fairly tak in Hand ; 
Happen thou to be hangit in J^orthumber, 
Then all thy Kin are weil quit of thy Cumber,- 
VoT that maun be thy Dume I understand. 

Hie soverain Lord, let neir thi» sinful Sot 

Do Schame frae haroe unto zour Nation ; 
Let neir again sic ane be callM a Scot, 
A rotten Cjrok Lowse of the Dok ther doun. 
Frae honest Folk devyde the laithly Loun, 
On sum wyld Desert quhair ther is no Repair^ 
For filing and infecting of the Air, 
Carry this cankert corrupt Cariod^ 

Thou was consavit in the grit Eclipps, 

Ane Monster maid be grit MercuriuSf 
Nae Hald-egain or Ho is on thy Hippsy 
Infortunate, curst, false and furious^ 
ni-schriven, .wan-thriven, not clean nor curious, 
A Myting for flyting, the Flurdome maist lyke, 
A crabbit, scabbit, ill-fdcit Messen-tyke, 
A Schit, bot Wit, schrewt and injurious. 

Greit in the Glaiks, gude Maister Gwiliane Gowkksy 

Maist imperfyte in Poetrie and Prose, 
All doss under the Cloud of Nicht thou coukks ; 
Rymes thou of me, of Rethory the Rose i 
Lunatick Lymmar, Luschbald, lous thy Hose, 
That I may touch thv Tung with Tribulation, 
In recompensing of thy Conspiration, 
Or turss thee out of Scotland, tak thy Choice. 

A Benifice quha waid gife sic a Beist, 

But gif it wer to jingle Judas Bells, 
Tak thee a Fiddle or a Flute to jest, 

Ondocht thou art, ordain'd for uaithing ells. 
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Hit clouted Cloak, thy Scri]} and Ciam-flcheUs^ 
Cleik on thy Cross, and fair on into France^ 
And cum thou neif again without Mischance ; 

The Feynd fair with the forward ower the Fells* 

Cankert Cayne, try^d Trowane» tute^nilotu, 

Marmadin, Mynmerkiny Monster of all Men^ 
I sail gar bake theie to the Laird o^HiUhome^ 
To swelly thee instead of a puUt Hen ; 
Faxart Fowmart, fostert in Filth and Fen, 
Foul frontit Feynd, Fule upon thy Physnomy, 
Thy Dok ay dreips of Dirt, and will not dry ; 
To tume thy Tun wald tyre Carlings ten. 

Curst Conspirator, Cockatrice, Hells Ka, 

Turk, Trumper, TVaytor, Tyranne, intemprate;^ 
Thou yrefiill Attercap, Fylat, Apotuia^ 
Judiuf Jew, Janglor, lollard Lawreat, 
Sarasen, Symomte, proud Pagan, pronunceat, 
Mahomeit, manswom, Atheist abominaUe^ 
Ddl dampint Dog, in Vyce insatiable; 
With Gog and Magog greit Glorificat* 

ifero thy Nevoy, GoUah thy Grandsyre^ 
^aro th^ Fader, Egyppa thy Dmet 
Deilbeir thu- ar, the Cause that I conspyre 
^Gainst thee, and ilka sutie Deil thy £me ; 
Bekebub thy full Brudder he will cudm 
To be thy Air, and Cayphat thy Sector, 
PltOo Held of thy Kin and th^ Protector,, 
To leid the doun to Hell frae Licht and Letter 

Deilbeir, thy Speir of Weir, bot Feir, thou zeild, 

Hangit, Mai^t, Edder-stangit, Stryndie StmUorvnt, 
To ine, maist hie» Kennedie, and flie the Feild ; 
Picket, wicket, stricket, convickit. Lump iulhrdorum, 
Defamit, schamit, blamit, primus Paganorwn; 
Out out, I schout upon that Snout that tnevils^ 
Tale-teller, Rebeller, Indweller with the'Divels; 
S[Mnk, sink, with Stink tui Tartara termagorum. 
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TheflTtioffof Dunbar aiid Kennedy, one of them at Icait among tiie 
BMMt aooooipliahed poets of his day, holding orders in the church, and a 
oooatant attendant upon the court, gives a very gross idea of the manner* 
0[ out amid forbears. When men of learning, placed in the first rank of 
sod^, could so forcibly and freely scatter the language of Bilingsgate, 
vhat must haye been the state of the middle and lower orders of society ? 

What ware the particular grounds of quarrel between the rival bards 
has not been reooraed. Some have conjectured that it was merely a strife 
of words, without any thing of enmitv on either side; but thix we think 
extremely improbable. Such abusive language could only t)e prompted by 
the bitterest rancour, and behoved to excite in the parties eitlier the most 
consummate contempt or the deepest hatred. 

Of Walter Kennedy there appears to bo now no memorial except his 
attires on Dunbar, and two insignificant poems, entitled " An envective 
against Mouth Thankless," and the **Prais of Aige." From Dunbar's 
aoooont of him, he appears to have lieen a native of Carrick, and to have 
zesided principally at Avr; and from one of his poems wc gather tliat he 
was, minke tne poets his contemporaries, a zealous disciple of what was 
then termed the old faith, cr, in other words, a true Papist, for he com- 
plains bitterly of the ** Tempestous wind and rain of Lollerdry," the term 
of reproach tised at that time to designate those that derived Uieir religion 
from the Scriptures. 

Of Winiam Ditobar, a poet who has been oompaxed with Chaucer, al- 
most nothing is known but what is gathered ft-om bis own wAtings. He 
Is supposed to have been bom about the year 1465, and the place d his 
Uftii, ftom his boast of having ** Ane nur of Lothian kipps,'* is nmposed 
to have l)een somewheitB In the counties that go bv that name. Others 
have supposed that he was of the oounty of Fife Wherever wn the place 
of his buth, it appears that Edinburgh waa generally the plaee of his resL. 
denoe; that be was educated for, and had his expectations centered in the 
chura. In his youth he appears to have lieen a travelling noviciate of 
the Older of St. Frai^cts. He ai^iears. to have been most assiduous in bis 
attendance upon the court, and to ha^ omitted no opportunity of tiring- 
ing himself into notice, yet neglect and poverty seems to have acoonmani- 
ed nim even to old age. Whether bis own imprudenoo retajpded his ad. 
vaneemoit, or if he was neglected merely through the capripc of those 
who had preferment to bestow, we have no means of ascertaitimg. Ftom 
the strain of his writings in general, we should be inclined to judge rather 
unfavourably for Uie poet, did we not know the getieral licentiousness of 
churchmen in that age, as weU as of the age itsedf. Tbe man who wrote 
such a production as ** The Dregy addressed to the King at StirvKng,'* was 
csTtaiojy not the man whom a considerate person would have wislicd to 
•eepromoted to influence and dignity in the church. 

Tne works of Dunbar are numerous, and a great part of them, both in 
sentiment and expression, truly abominable. Others of them are suf. 
ficiently chaste, and almost all of them display poetical talent of no com- 
mon order. Of his superior talents. The Thistle and the Rose, and The 
Golden Tergc. will probably remain monuments, as enduring as the Ian. 
guage in which they are wntten. 

The following " Meditation, written in Wynter," will give every reader 
of taste a very high opinion of his talents, and will he {lerused with no 
ooaunon interest as the solitary musings of neglected genius. 

Into thir dark and dmblie dayis, 
Ouhan sablU all the hevin airavis, 
Quhan mvstie vapours cludds the skyis, 
Nature au curagc me den vis 
Ofsangs, ballatis, and of {day is. 
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Wmb tlict the nvcfat dois lenthUi boaris ; 
tmwiiid, with JmUI, and havietcboiiiK 
Ibr dule tmt doU luric for ichoir. 
My hairt for langour dois forloir, 
IPor hdk of Srnuner with big flourii. 

I ifBk; I tume ; sleip may I nocht : 
I Tcxit am with harie thocht. 
Hiii warid aU ouir I cait about; 
And ajr the aidr I «m in dout* 
The nuhr that I remeid Inrre aocht 

I an aiiayit on everie cyd& 
IMspairMq^agr. ' Intjineprovyde: 
** And aetfom thins quhainm to leic. 

* Or with crit troutde and miacbief 
^lliowaaiifasto this court abyde. . 

Than^RlSenoeiayic, "BenaagaBt: 
« Hald hoip and treuthe wi&in the fiMt; 
' And lat Fortoun wirt: ftirthe bir rage, 

* Qidian titat no xaaoun may anuaae, 
« fiuhiU that hbr ^ be nm and part. 

And Fludenee in my eir myi Mr« 

** Ooby wald you baU what win away ? 

** urcndf what jow may haveno^paoe 

* [To bruilc, aa j to an utber idaoe 

* Ajourcay going every day ?* 

And than aayia Age^ ' Mr Mend cum n^; 

* And be not stnuige» 1 tnee requeir. 

* Cum, brudir, by the hand me talc: 

* Remember thow bes compt to nude 

* OfaU the tyme thow apencttt heir.* 

Syne Deid cacta up hia yettia wyd ; 
fiayin^ 'Ihiropptaiaauyebyd; 

* AJbad that yow wer nevw ao stout, 

* Undir this lyntall sail thow lout : 

* Thair is nane other way beq^.* 

Por fair of this all day I drowp. 
No sold in Icist, nor wyne in cowp. 
No bdeis bewtCe, nor luifis blis. 
May lat me to remember this : 
How glaid that ever I dyne or sowp. 

Yit quhan the nicbt begynnis to schort ; 
It dois my spreit sum pairt confoil^ 
Of Uiocht onpreasit with the scbouris. 
Cum, lustie STmmer! with thi flourish 
That I nay l^in sum ditpon. 
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PEBLIS TO THE PLAY. 

At bdtnne, quhea ilk bodie bownk 

To PeUis to the Play, 
To hdr the sin^n' aod the soundu; 

The solace, suth to say. 
Be firth and forrest furth they found; 

Thay graythit tham full gay; 
God waut that wald they do that itowic^ 

For it was thair feist day, 

Thay 8ttd» 
Of Peblis to the Play, 

All the wenchis of the west 

War up or the cok crew; 
For reiling thair micht na man rest. 

For garray, and for glew : 
Ane said my curches ar nocht prest; 

Than answerit Mce full blew* 
To get an hude, I hmd it best; 

Be Goddis saull that is true, 

Quodscboy 
Of Pebfis to the Play. 

She tuik the tippet be the end» 

To lat it hing scho leit not; 
Quod he, thy bak sail heir aoe bend; 

In faith, quod sdio^ we meit not» 
Scho was so guckit, and so gend. 

That day ane byt scho eit nocht; 
Than spak hir fallowis that hir kend; 

Be still, my joy, and greit not 

Now. 
OfPeblisto thePlay. 

Evir allace ! than scud scho. 

Am I nocht cleirlie tynt? 
I dar nocht cum yon mercat to 

I am so ewil sone*brint ; 
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Amang yon marchonds my dudds do? 

Marie I sail anis mynt 
Stand of far, and keik thaim to; 
As I at hame was wont. 

Quod scho. 
OffPeblistothePlay. 

Hop, Calye, and Cardronow 

Gaderit out thik-fald. 
With Hey and How rohumbelow; 

The young folk were full bald. 
The bagpype blew, and thai out threw 

Out of the townis untald. 
Lord sic ane schout was thame amang, 

Quhen thai were our the wald 

Thair west. 
Off Peblis to the Play. 

Ane young man stert in to that steid, 

Als cant as ony colt, 
Ane birkin hat upon his heid. 

With ane bow and ane bolt; 
Said, Mirrie Madinis, think not lang; 

The wedder is fair and smolt. ; 
He cleikit up ane hie ruf sang, 

*Thairfure ane man to the holt. 

Quod he. 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

Thay had nocht gane half of the gait 

Quhen the madinis come upon thame; 
Ilk ane man gaif his consait, 

How at thai wald dispone thame : 
Ane said The fairest fallis me; 

Tak ye the laif and fonne thame. 
Ane uther said Wys me lat be. 

On, Twedell syd, and on thame 

Swyth, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 
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Than he to ga, and seho to ga. 

And never ane bad abyd vou : 
Ane winklot fell and her taill up ; 

Wow, ^aod Malkin, hyd yow 
Quhat neikiis you to maik it sua ? 

Yon man will not ourryd you. 
Arye owr gude, quod scho, I say, 

To lat thame gang besyd yow 

Yonder, 
OfPeblistothePlay? 

Than thai eome to the townis end 

Withouttin more delai. 
He befoir, and scho befoir. 

To see cpha was maist gay. 
All that luikit thame upon 

Leuche fast at thair array : 
Sum aaid that thai were merkat folk; 

Sum said the Quene of May 

Was comit 
OfPeblistothePlay. 

Than thai to the taveme hous 

With meikie oly prance; 
Ane spak wi' wourdis wonder crous 

A d6ne with ane mischance ! 
Bnud up the burde, (be hydis tyt) 

We are all in ane trance ; 
Se that our napre be qubyt. 

For we will dyn and daunce, 

Thair out, 
OfPeblistothePlay. 

Ay as the gudwyf brocht in, 

Ane scorit upon the wauch. 
Ane bad pay, ane ither said, nay, 
Byd qimill we rakin our lauch. 
II, F 
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The gudwyf said, Have ye taa dceid ? 

Ye sail pay at ye auchl. 
Ane young man start upon Us feit, 
And he began to lauche 

Forh^dia^ 
Off Pd)li8 to the Flay. 

He gat ane trincheour in his hand. 

And he began to compt; 
nk man twa and ane happenie^ 

To pay thus we war wount. 
Ane uther stert upon his fdt. 

And sfud thow art our blunt 
To tdc sik office upoun hand ; 

Be Grod thow servite ane dunt 

OfPeblistothePlay. 

Ane dunt, quod he, quhat dewii is dmi?- 

Be God yow dar not du*d. 
He stert till ane broggit stauf, 

Wincheand as he war woode. 
All that hous was in ane rdrde; 

Ane cryit, * The halie rude ! 
' Help us lord upon this erde 

* That thair be spilt na blude 

'Beirin,^ 
*OfPebKstothePlay/ 

Thay thran^ out at the dure at ani&. 

Withouttm ony reddin; 
Gilbert in ane guttar glayde 

He gat na better bed(tin. 
Thair wes not ane of thame that daje 

Wald do ane utheris biddin.. 
Thairby lay thre and threttie 8am> 

Thninland in ane midding 

Off draft: 
OfPeblistotbePlay. 
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cadcear on the mercat gut 

Hard uame bm^gane begin ; 
He gaiffane schoot, his wvff came out; 

Scantlte scho micfat ournye him : 
He hdd, flcho drew, for dust that day 

Micfat na man se ane styme 

Toredthame. 
OfPcMistodieFlayw 



Be stert to his gfeit gray meiTy 

And of he turablit the creilis, 
Alace, quod 8cho» hald our gude man : 

And on fair knees scho knelis. 
Abydy quod scho; why nay» quod he. 

In till his sisrrapb he li^; 
Hie gifding brak, and he flew o^ 

Am upstart bayth his hdlis 

Altanis, 
OfFeUistotliePlay. 

tfisiifVf cambout, andgaifaneschout. 

And be the fute soho gat him; 
All bedirtin drew him out; 

Lord God! richt weil that sat hun I 
He saidy Quhmr is yon culroun knaif ? 

Quod sdho^ I reid ye lat him 
Gang hame his gaites. . fie God, quod he, 

I sail anis have at fann 

rit. 
OfPebibtothePlay. 



Ye fylit me» fy for schamel qnod sdio; 

Se as ye have diest me; 
How fdl ye, schir, as my girdin brak 

Quhat meikle devil may lest me. 
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I wait well qiihtt it wes 

M^ awin gray meir that keet me : 
Or gif I wes forfocbtin faynt. 
And ^yn lay doun to rest me 

Yonder^ 
Of I^eblis to the Play. 

Be that the bargan was ^1 playit 

The striagis stert out of thair nokks } 
Serin-sum that the tulye maid. 

Lay gruffling in the stokks. . 
John Jaksoun of the nether warde 

Had lever have giffin an ox. 
Or he had cuming in that cumpanie. 

He sware be Goddis cokkis. 

And roannis baythy 
OfPeblistothePlay. 

With that W>U Swane come sueltand outy ' 

Ane mdkle miller man; . ... 

Gif I sail dance have donn lat s^ 

Blaw up the bagpyp than : 
The schamon's dance I mon begin ; 

I trow it sail not pane. 
So hevelie he hochit abont 

To se him, Lord, -as thai ran^ . 

Tnat tyd, 
OfPeiilistothePlay;! 

Thay gadderit cut of the toun 

And neirar him thai dreucfae; 
Ane bade gif the daunsaris rowme, 

Will Swane makis wounder t^uchev 
Than all the wenschis Te he thai playit ; 

But, lord, as Will Young leuche ! 
Gude gpssip cum hyn your gailos. 

For we have daunsit ancudie 

At anis 
At Peblb 8t the Play. 
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Sb feralie fyr Jbeit wed the day 

Hu face b^gan to frekiil. 
tluud Tisbe tuik him by the hand, 

(Wes new cuming fra the Seckill) 
Allace, quod sdio, quhat sail I do? 

And our doure hea na stekill. 
And seho to ga as hir taill brvnt; 

And ail the cairlls to kekill 

At hir. 
Ot Peblis to the Play. 

llie pyper said now I begin 

To tyre for playing to ; 
Bot yit I have gottin liathing 

For all my pyping to you; 
Thre hanpenis for half ane day 

And tnat will kiot undo you : 
And gif ye wiU g|if me richt nocht. 

The meikill devill gang wi^ you. 

Quod he^ 
Of Peblis to the Flay. 

Be diat the daunnng wes all done, 

Thair leif tuik les and mair| 
^2Mhen the winklottis and the wawanis twynit 

To se it was hart sair. 
Wat Atkin said to fliir Ales, 

My bird now will I fayr : 
The dewil a wourde that scho might sptik. 

Bet swownit that sweit of swair 

for kyndnes* 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

He sippilit lyk ane faderless fole; 

* Aiid be still my sweit thing. 
* Be the halyrud of Peblis 

' I may nocht. rest for greiting* 

5 
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He quhisgillit, and he pypit bayth. 
To mak hir blyth that meitiiig :  

My bony hart how sayis the sang, 
* Thair saU be ndrih at our meting 

OfPeblistothePiay. 

Be that the sone was settand schaflis ; 

And neir done wes the day : 
Thair men micht heir schriken of chaftis ; 

Quhen that thai went thair way. 
Had thair bein mair made of this sang, 

Mair suld I to yow say. 
At beltane ilka bodie bownd 

To Peblis to the Play- 



CHRTSrS KIRK ON THE GREEN- 

Was ne'er in Scotland heard or seen 

Sik dancing ncH-deray; 
Nowther at Falkland on the green. 

Or Peebles at the Phy* 
As wes of wooers as I ween» 

At Christ^s Kirk on a day $ 
There came our Kittys washen clean 

In new kyrtils of gray, 

Fou gay that day, 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

To danss thir damysells them dight; 

Thir lasses light of laits. 
Thir gluvis war of the raflfkl right. 

This shoon war o' the straits. 
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Thir kittles we-e of Lincome light, 

Weel prest wi' mony plaits : 
Thev were sae skych, whan men them nicht» 
They squeild, Uke ony gaits, 

Fu loud that day» 
At Christ's Kii^ on the green. 

Of a' thir maidins niyld as in^id 

Was nane Sae jimp as Gillie ; 
As ony rose her rude was red, ' 

Her lire was like the lillie; 
Fou yellow yellow was her heid ; 

And scho, of luve sae sillie, 
Thoch a* her kin had sworn hir deid, 

Scho wald hae nan6 but Willie 

Alane that day, 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

Scho skornit Jock, and skrapit at him, 

And murgeoned him wi' mokks ; 
He wald hae luvit, scho wald not lat him 

For a' his yellow lokks. 
He cherish'd her, scho bid gae chat him $ 

Scho compt bin not twa clokkis; 
Sae schaipefully his schort goun sat him 

His 1^ war lyke twa rokkis 

Or rungs that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

Tarn Lutar was thair minstrel meet. 

Gude Lord how he coud lans ! 
He playt sae schill and sang sae sweet, 

Quhuyle Towsie took a transs, 
Auld Lightfute thair he coud forcleet, 

And counteriittet Franss : 
He held him as a man discreit. 

And up the Morreis-danss 

He tuke that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 
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Then Steen cam ttappin in wi' stendsy 

Nae lynt micht hun arrest, 
Splae-fot he bohbit up wi' bends ; 

For Maiue he maid requeist 
He lap quhyie he lay on hiii lends, 

But rysand was sae praist, 
Quhyle he did hoast at boitfa the ends 

For honour o* the feist. 

And dauns'd that digr 
At Christ's Kirk oH the green« 

Then Robene tloy begouth to reveU, 

And Towsie to him drugged; 
Let be, quo' Jock, and cawd faun JeVd, 

And be the tul him tuggjt. 
The kenzie clicked to a kevd, 

God wots if thir twa luggit ! 
They parted manly wi* a nevel: 

Men say that hair was ruggit 

Betwixt them twft 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

Ane bent a bow, sic sturt coud star him^ 

Grit skayth wead to half skard him | 
He cheist a flane as did effeir him : 

The toder said, Dirdum Dardum* 
Throuch boith the dieiks be thocht to chier iusAf 

Or throch the e^ haif chard him : 
Be ane akerbraid it came na neir himj. 

I canna tell quhat mar d him 

Sae wide that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

Wi' that a fricn* o* his cried Fy ! 

And up an arrow drew : 
He forgit it sac forcefully 

The bow in flinders flew* 
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Sik was the will of God, trow I ; 

For, had the tree been trew. 
Men said, that kend his archery^ 
He wald haif slain enow 

Belyve that d^y 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

An hasty hensure, callit Hai^, 

Quha was an archer heynd, 
Tjrtt up a taikel withoutten tary^ 

That torment sae him teynd t 
t wat nae quhidder his hand coud tary, 

Or the 0ian was his friend. 
For he escapit, threw the michts of Mary, 

As man tSiat nae ill meind 

But gude that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green« 

Then Lowry lyke a lyon lap» 

And sone a flane can fedder : 
He hecht to perce him at the pap^ 

Thereon to wad a wedder.: i 
He hit him on the wame a wap, 

It buft like oi^y bledder. 
But sua, his fortune was and hap, ^ 

His doublet made o^ lether 

Saift him that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the greem 

The buff sae boistrously abiust him 

That he to th' erd dusht down t 
The ither man for deid diere left him^ 

And fled out o' the toun. 
The wives came forth, and up thay reft hstn, 

And fand lyfe in the loun. 
Then wi' three routs oh's e^rse Uiey reir'd Uiii, 

And cui^d him out o' soone 

Frae hand that day 
At Christ's Kirk on th^ green. . 
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A yape young many that stude him nott, 

LousM aff a sdiot wi' vre: 
He etdit ^e bem in at toe briest; 

The bolt flew our the-byre. 
AiieoydFy! he had slam a priest 

A myle b^ond a myrew 
Ulan bow add beg firae him he keist; 

And fled as fens as fire 

Frae ffint that day 
At Christfs S3rk on the green. 

Wi^ folks and flails thev lent grit flaps. 

And flang togidder l&e fryggs ; 
Wi' boif^ of baiw they beftUew kapps, 

Quhyte they of bems maid briggs. 
The reird raise mddy wi' the rappB^ 

Qtihen niAgs war bid on riggs; . 
mie wyfis came forth IrP crys and dappi, 

Lol whore my lyking l%gB I 

Quoth thay, that day 
At Chrises Kirk en tiie green. 



Thay ^mt, and lute gird wi' granes; 
' J3k gossip oder grieved. 
Sum strak wi* sdogs, sum gaddert stains. 

Sum fled and ill mischevet. 
The menstral wan within twa wains, 

That day fu' weil he prierit; 
For he came hame wi* unbirs'd bains, 

Quhar fediters war mischieved 

For evir that d|iy 
At Chrls^a Klik on the green. 

Hdch Htttdieaii, wi* a hisdl ryss, 
*■ To redd can tJirow them rummiL 
He muddSt them doun lyk ony myce : 
He was nae baity lifamiyL 



llioch he was vicbt lie was nae wyss 

With nc jangleurs to jummil ; 
For frae bis tboume they dang a sklyss 
Quhyle he' cried, Barlafiiminii ! 

Vm slain this dm 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

Quhen that he saw his blude sae rei(| 

To fle micht na man let bim. 
He weind it bad been for aold feid; 

He thocht ane ciyd Haif at him. 
Hegart his feit defend his heed, 

Ine far fiurer it sel him* 
Quhyle he was past out oif all pleidi 

Tbey sould bene swift that gat hm 

Throw 8|«iit that day 
At Chrisl^ Kisk on the green. 

The toun soutar in grief wa^ bowdin,^ 

His wyfe hang at ^is waist : 
His body was in blude a browdiA; 

He grin'd lyk ony ghaist^ 
Hir glitterand bur that was sae gowde« 

Sae hard in lufe him laist. 
That for her sak he was nae youden 
- Seven myle that he was chaist, 

And mair that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the greevu 

The miller was of manly mak. 

To mdt him was no mows; 
There durst not ten cum him to tak^ 

Sae no3iit he their pows. 
Hie buschment hale about him bnik,^ 

And bikkert him wi' bows : 
Syne trayterly, behint his back, 

They hew'd him on the hows 

Behind tha& day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green.. 



•72 BRITISH MINSTRELI 

Twa that war herdmen of the Eerd, 

On udder ran lyk rams : 
Then followit feymen richt unaffdrd. 

Bet on with barrow trams. 
But quhair thair gobs thay wer^ ungeird 

Thay gat upon the gams ; 
Quhyl bludy barkit war thdr bairds, 

As they had worriet lamms 

Msust lyk that diiy 

At Christ'* ICirk on the green. 

The wyves keist up a hideous yell 

Quhan all tWr younkers yokkit; 
Als ferss as ony fire flauchts fell 

Frdks to the fields they flokldt. 
The carlis with dubs did uder ouell 

Quhyl bluid at briests out bokkit. 
Sae rudelie rang the common bell 

That a' the steipill rokkit 

For rdrd that dagr 

At Christi*8 Kirk on the greem 

Be this Tarn Tailor was in*s gear. 
When he heard the common bell; 

Said he wald mak them all asteir 

When he came there himsell. 
He went to fecht with sic a fear 

While to the erd he fell; 
A wife, that hit him to the grund, 
Wi' a grit knocking mell 

Fel'd him that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

When they had beirt like baited bulls, 

And branewod brynt in bales; 
They war as meik as ony niulis 

That raangit ar wi' mails. 
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For faintness thae forfochtin fulis 

Fell down lyk flauchtir fails ; 
Fresh men cam in and haiPd the dulls, 
And dang thetn down in dails 

fi^deen that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

Hie bridegroom broucht a pint of aile^ 

And bade the pyper drink it : 
Brink it, quoth be, and it so staile? 

A shrew me if I think it. 
The bride her maidens stood near by, 

And said it was na blinked : 
And Bartagasie, the bride sae gay, 

Upon him fast she winked 

Full soon that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 

When a* was dune Dik with an aix 

Came furth to fell a fudder; 
Quod he, whair ar yon hangit smaiks 

Richt now waid slain my brudder ? 
His wyfe bad him, gae hame Gib Glaiks, 

And 3ae did Meg his mudder; 
He turn'd and gaif them baith their paiks, 

For he durst ding nane udder 

For feir that day 
At Christ's Kirk on the green. 



The two preceding Ballads are, perhaps, the most perfect deKneationt 
of the manners of the Scottish peasantiy, that ever were executed ; and 
they demonstrate tnost forcibly now difficult it is to change the general 
character and manners of a i)eopIe. Since the publication of these poema 
nanjr causes hare been in operation, which, one would be ready to sup- 
pose, should have ellbcted a total change of character among the mats of 
our population, yet they are at this moment as perfectly deMnptive of rus- 
^ hfe, as they could possibly be at the moment they were composed. 
There is not one country fair (throughout the southi and west of Scotland) 
BiDonf a Uiousand that docs not exhibit the whole scene in the utmost 
perfection, only that the Hocks have disappeared, and in many places hava 
o»i nothing substituted in their place, so that violence i« a little mora 
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1awleii,imdtk;louflMfalliul)|ecttQlMregtnfatthmfonta^ Who. 
ever ia curious in these nurtten, and chooses to make the eaqieriment, 
will find, that, after aU the hanqr eiftcis of nariih schools, with all the 
addenda that modem times has brought in aid of them, our malic youth, 
are, when their hcMb are heated by whisky, and their heels Ughtened by 
the powerftd toqes of the fiddle, most immodentdy given to swearing 
and brawH'ng; and the twWofa, he will find, are still coane, ooquetish, 
and sharodess. 

The author of these Poems, has been pietty ganenBy assmned to bs 
James I. of Scotland, but who »er win be at the tiouble to Injuire^ wUI 
And that this is mere assumpllon, without even the shadow of proof. 
Nay, all the evidence ef a presuniptive kind, is directly the contrary way, 
and goes in mv opinion to establish it as a fact, that James I. coidd not be 
the author of these Poems. The reader, who is interested in such inquiries^ 
will find the question pcetty largely «fis c ussed by Dr. Gibson, the earliert 
editor of any of these Poems, by Mr. Callander of Cndgfintb. by llr. 
• Tytler, in his Poetical remains of James I. as also in the wonts of Dr. 
lYmner, Bishop Percy. Dr. Waiton, Mr. Ritson, &c. &c I shall content 
mysdf with rtslting a few simple fiicts, which require the reader odIv to 
turn to the life of James I. in order to verify them, «nd if, i^lcr thinking 
them over, he can really beHeve that James couM be the autlKw of the 
Poems in question, be is wekome to possess his fiutli, and may do so fbr- 
ever, without any disturbance from mew 

James I. was bom in 1998, carried prisoner into England IMS. beiag 
then at most in his ISth year, was net restored to his country till 1404^ 
when he behoved to be above 30 years of age. The remainder of his days, 
only IS years, were spent in fhiitless endeavours to bless his country, by 
the exercise of that superior discernment which a better education, aided 
perhns bv the misfortunes of his eariy life, had conferred upon him. I 
would only after this, wish to know how it was possible for him to •oquire 
either that perfect knowledge of the hmguage, or that tqtimate aoouaint. 
anoe with the manners of hte mdecoontrymoi, which the author of theie 
Poems evidently possessed. 

We have moreover an undoubted production of James's, The King'i 
Quair, for Book.) the stile and manner of which is as unlike these PoeoM 
as any thing of the kind can well be supposed to be. The reader may talto 
the following extract, which is an address to the nightingale, in the gar- 
den of Windsor, where the object of his love, thel«dy JaiM^ daugater 
of the Earl of flpmmenet, is Jt^vesented as walking. 



An othir qubile the lytill nyghtingale. 

That sat upon the twiggis, wokfl cnide, 
And say, rycht thus. Qvnarc ^i^ thy notis smalr. 

That thou of love has song this morrowe tyde f 
Seis thou not hir that sittis the liesyde ? 

For Venus' sake, the blissfVilI goddesse dere, 

sang on agane, and mak my liady ehere. 

And dte 1 pray, for all the psyncs grete, 
Tliat, for the love of Proigoe. thy sister dere^ 

TIiou suflEbrit ouhilom, qnben thy brestis wcte 
Were with the teres ot thyne eyen deie 

AU t4udy ronne, that pitee was to here 
The cmdtee of that unltnyrbtly dede, 
QuhlR w« f)ro the bereft thy luaidcuhedr 
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Lift up^foe hefft, and ilng wltii gude enlMt, 

And In thy notis soete tae treson telle. 
That tQ thy sister tnwe and innooeot. 

Was kjtnit by fair husband false and fdl. 
For quhois gilt, as it is worthy well. 

Chide thir biirtNUidis that are ikisei I aay. 

And bid tliem mend In the XX deuU way. 

Ohrttn wrricb, allaee ! maist thou not ae 

Quho comvth yond? Is it now time to wring? 
Qunat sory thoucht Is fkltin ui»n~the f 

Opyn ttiy thrdte; hastow no lest tosiiligf 
Allace ! sen thou of reson had fdyng. 

Now, swete bird, sa^ ones to me pepe. 

I dee fqt wo ; me thmk tiiou gynts uape. 

Hastow no mynde of lufe? ^hare is ffay main? 

Or artow seke, or smyt with ielousye ? 
Or is sche dede, or hath sche the forsake? 

Quhat is the <)au8e of thy radancolye, 
Tliat diott no more list niaken mdodye ? 

Sluggart, for schame ! lo here thy golden bouce 

That tvorth were hale all thy lyrislaboUre. 

Crif thou sttid ring wele ever in thv ly ve. 

Here is, in fhy, the time, and ae/e the spaM; 
Quhat wostow than ? Sum bird may cum and stryve 

In song with the, the maistry to purchacc. 
Suld thou than cesser it were great schame, allaee 

And here to wyn |free happily for ever ; 

Here is the tyine to syng, or eUis never. 

I thoucht eke thus g^ I my handis dap, 

Or gif I cost, than will sche flee away i 
And, gif 1 haid my pes, than wiU sche nafk; 

And gif I crye, sdie wate not quhat I say : 
Thus quhat Is best, wate I not be this day, 

Bot blawe wynd, blawe, and do Uie lettis scliake. 

That sum tuig may wag, and make bir to wake. 

This is rather a fav6UrabIe speciinen of the Poem, which like the other 
productions of that age, is quaint in tlie contrivance^ wiredrawn in the 
sentiments, and perplexed throughout with mythological conceits, and 
will not oertainlv, with any impartial reader, toad anjr thing to establish 
the authors* dairn to the Poems in question. 

I am indeed inclined to think that these Poems are not the work of the 
■ame hand, nor of any known author. ** ftbUs to the FUy" I tumose to 
be the original, and ** Christ's Kirk" a still ham>ier imitation of tne same 
easy and natural manner, a manner etempIiflM by no fioet df that day, if 
we except the author of Robene and MidLyne, which is said« but U{ioii, 
very doubtful authority, to be Henryson's. It is not difficult to conceive 
tliat by the despensers of fame, these natural and simple tmisions would 
at first be but coldly.received, perhaps, among their more goiigeous cora> 
peers, they were for a time wholly overlooiced, and being found preserved 
in the cabinets of the curious, wltfiout any tnvnpf, when thdtr merit liegan 
to be apprecijded, ^tey were without enquiry given to the namic^ at III? 
tia« possessed of the greatest ceielirlty. , 



76 BA1TX8U MlKtrTREL. 



ROfi£N£ AND MAKYNE. 

RouENE sat on gud greiie kill, 

Keipand a flok of fie, 
Mirry Mskjne said him till, 

Rofoene, thourew on me; 
I half the luvit lowd and still, 

Thir yeiris two or three; 
My dule in dern hot gif thow ^, 

Doutles hot dreid I de. 

Robenft answerit^ Be the rude, 

Na thing of lufe I knaw, 
Bot kdpis my scfaap undir yone wuxi^ 

Lo quhair thay raik on raw. 
Quhat nes marrit the in thy mude, 

Makyne, to me thow schaw; 
Or qnbat is luve, or to he lude ? 

Faine wald I leir that Iaw« 

At luvis lair gife thow will Ie2cv 

Tak tbair ane A, B, C ; 
Be kynd, oourta3> and fair of €&r, 

Wyse, hardy, andfre. 
Se that no denger do the deir, 

Quhat dule in dern thow dre; 
Preiss the with pane at all poweir,( 

Be patient and previe* 

Rohene answerit her agane^ 

I wait nocht quhat is Iuve;» 
Bot I haif merveil incertaine, 

Quhat makis the this wanrufe; 
The weddir is fair, and I am fane. 

My scheip gois haill aboif. 
And we wald play us in this plan^ 

Thay wald us ba>th reproih 
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Robcne, tak teat unto my tluU> 

And wirk all as I reid, 
And thow sail half my hairt all haiU* 

£ik and my madiilhdd. 
Sen God sendis bute for baiU, 

And for tDuming remdd, 
I dern with the; lx>t giff daill, 

Doutles I am bot deid* 

Makyne, to nome this ilk a tyde» 

And ye will meit me heir, 
Perventure my scheip ma gang besyd, 

Quhyll we naif liggit full ndr ; 
Bot maugre haif I, and I byd, 

Fra they begin to steir ; 
Quhat lyis on hairt I will noebt hyd ; 

Makyn^ than mak gud cbeir. 

Robeno, thou reivis me roiss and reat, 

I luye bot the allone. 
Makyne, adew, tiie sone gois west. 

The d&y is neirhand gone* 
Robene, m dule I am so drest. 

That Infe will be my bone. 
Ga lufe, Makyne, qufaair evir thou list, 

For leman I lue none. 

Robene, I stand in flc a style 

I sich, and ihat full sur. 
Makyne, I hatf bene heir this quliyie* 

At hame God gif I wair. 
My hinny, Robene, talk ane quhyle, 

Gif thou wilt do na mair. 
Makyne, sum uthir man bc^le, 

For hamewart I will fair. 

Robene on hfs wayis went. 

As licht as leif of tre ; 
Makyne i^untit in her intent, 

And trowd himneyir to te. 
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Robene brayd altour the bent ; 

Than Makyne cryit on hie, 
Now ma thow sing, for I am schent ! 

Quhat alls lufe with me? 

Makyne went bame withoutdn fiull. 

Full weny eftir cowtb weip : 
Than Robene in a ful-fiur daill 

Assemblii all his scheip. 
Be that sum parte of Midiyne's ail 

Out-throw his hairt cowd creip ; 
He followit hir fast thair till assaoll. 

And tiU her tuke gude keep. 

Abyd, abyd, thou fwr Makyne, 

A word for ony thing; 
For all my luve it sail be thyn^ 

Withouttin departing. 
All haill ! thy harte for till half myne. 

Is all my cuvating; 
My scheip to mom, qulull hourk nyne. 

Will ndd of no keping, 

. Robene, thou hes hard soung and say^ 

In gestk and storeis auld^ 
7%^ man thai will not guhen he raay^ 

Sail haifnocht quhen be tvald. 
I pray to Jesu every day. 

Mot eik thair cairis cauld. 
That first preissis with the to play. 

Be firth, forrest, or fawld. 

Makyne, the nieht is soft and dry. 

The wedder is warme and fair. 
And the grene woud rycht neir us by 

To walk attour all quhair: 
Thair ma na janglour us e&py» 

That is to lufe contrair ; 
Thairin, Makyne, .bath ye and I» 

y^sene we ma repair. 
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Robene, that warid b all away. 

And quyt brocht till ane end. 
And nevur again thereto perfay. 

Sail it be as thou wena; 
For of my pane thou maide it play. 

And all m vane I spend : 
As thou hes done, sa sail I sav, 

Mume on, I think to mend. 

Makyne, the howp of all my hdli, 

My hdrt on the is sett. 
And evir mair to the be leill, 

Quhile I may leif butt lett; 
Nevir to faill, as utheris faill, 

Quhat grace that evir I gc^t. 
Robene, with the I will not deill; 

Adew, for thus we roett, 

Makyne went hame blyth anewche, 

Attoure the holds hair; 
Robene murnlt, and Makyne lewche ; 

Scho sang, he sichit sair; 
And so left him, bayth wo and wreuch. 

In dolour and in cair, 
Kepand bis bird under a huche, 

Amang the holtis hair. 



Hw author of tlite Dsrtoni Ballad, is auppoted to have beto Hebecl 
HenrTMin, of whose lire time has left us almost no memorials. Tlie time 
and the place of his birth are alike unluiown. He is styled by Urry, chief 
si^molmaster of Dunfennline : and Lord Hailes omjectures that lie oHicL. 
ated as preceptor in the Beiiedictine oonv^it there. Fkom the ibrmer of 
these writers we abo learn that be flourished during the reign of Henry 
the eiriith. That he reached an advanced age, appears from seme pass. 
«gos of his <* Testament of fair Cresode;** and that he died Itsfuie Dun. 
bar, is evident firom the following oo«plefc of thai celebrated peefk 
** Mment for the death of the Uakltaris." 

In Donfermling death hes tane Broun, 
"With gude Mr. Bobect Henryaoon. 

His Fables have been printed, and likewise pretervcd with others of his 
Foems, in th^ Bannatyne MS. His tale of** Orpheous King, and how he 
ypA to hcwyn imd to hel to leik hii qucne," was printed at £dmbui|;h by 
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Chapnum and Mllbv. te ibt jmt ISOBx aod bit TettiOMnt of fkir 
Creaelde, bj Henry Charters, in the year 1593; a ateond JBdItion of this 
work was. in the same pAaee and in the same form, 4ta published in 1611. 
Many of bla Poems are to be found in the yarloua CoUectiona of Scottish 
Poetry, and they have been illustrated by the critical acumen of alnaost 
every Bditor of obsolete Poetry. Sometimes, howew, these learned 
persons, are sadly bewildered by thefar ** tauch learning,'* and put strange 
glosses upon pasMgea. which, had they consulted thor own pkNigbnaen, 
or, in default of such retainers, their own kitchen weilches, instead of 
leaiioolls and vocabularies, they might easily have avoided. A very re. 
markaUe instance of tfiii, we have in an iOustcation of the lint stana* of 
the preceding Poem. 

My dule in dem hot (if thow dill, 
BoubUesa hot dreid I de. 

That It dmply if thou do not sooth, or mitigate, or ascuage my went 
grief, I shall certainly die. Tlie teamed commentators, however, con- 
founding the woid tm, wbicfa means simply to sooth ot asiuage, with 
4atf, which means a quantity, have put upon the passage the very forced 
and unnatural meanina of MffrM^the concealed grief, wbidi rendeiv the 
Poet's meaning and his exprtsaon^ e^ialiy aukward and foolish. Her 
dule she wanted the silly shepherd not to share< but to do away by sharing 
her passion, which was the cause of her dale. 1 have somewhere seen 
Ramsay ridiculed by one of these learned Editora, as a paltry fellow, who 
knew no language but that of the vulgar, the very language in which 
these works, which they seem to set so great;^a value uimn, are written, 
and without the knowledn of which they cannot be understood. The 
truth is, that Ramsay's deficiency as an Editor, and especially as a critic 
upon these remnants of the olden time, faiy in his knowledge of vulgar 
language, and vulgar manners, being rather circumscribed than other, 
wise. Had he been taught to reap corn figs, in place of being sent to 
reap beards, or, as beard reming seems to bean idea scouted by hu ardent 
admirers had he remained m me country to theA oomstaclU| instead of 
the ■* witty pashes" of Edinburgh, I have no doubt that hlB EiOitorial la. 
faours had been much more valuable to mankind. I do not by this mean 
to be underrtood as speaking disrespectfully of these labours, my opinion 
is, that they are more valuable than those of some who have been aawog 
liie hanheit of his detractors. 



THE VISION. 

B£0Oi;n the bents of Banquo brae 
Mi-lane I wandert waif and wac, 
Mtisand otir main mischaunce ; 
How be thay faes we ar undone. 
That staw the sacred stane frae ScoBe> 
. And leid us sic a dauncc : 
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Quhiie In^flacPs Edertt tak our toon. 

And Scotland ferst obqrs, 
Rude ruffians ransak ryai boun, 

And Baliol homage pays ; 
Throch feidoro our freidom 

Is blottit with this shore, 
Quhat Roman's, or no man's . 

Pith culd eir do befoir. * 

The ayr grew ruch wilJi bousteous thuds^ 
Bauld Boreas branglit throw the cluds, 

Maest lyke a drunken wicht ; 
The thunder crackt, and flauchts did rift 
Frae the black vissart of the lift ; 

The forest schuke with fright : 
Nae birds abune thair wing exten. 

They ducht not byde the blast; 
nk beist bedeen bang'd to thur den^ 

Until the storm was past : 
nk creature in nature 

Tliat had a spunk of sence, 
In neid then, with speid then, 

Methocfat cryt, '* In defence.** 

To 86 a mom in May sae ill, 

I deimt dame Nature was gane will. 

To rair with rackles reil ; 
Quhairfor to put me out of pain, 
And skonce my skap and shanks frae rain 

I bure me to a biel, 
Up ane liich craig that lundgit alaft. 

Out owre a canny cave, 
A curious cruif of Nature's craft, 

Quhilk to me shelter guf ; 
Ther vexit, perplexit, 

I leint me doun to weip. 
In brief ther, with grief tner 

} dottard owre on sleip« 
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Heir 8oniins in bk sflent hand 
Held all my senoes at command, 

Quhile I forgot nnr cair; 
The mildest meid of mortid wichts 
Quha pass in piece the priTate nichts. 

That wauking finds it rare; 
Sae in saf^ slumbers did I Iy» 

But not my wakryfb mynd, 
Quhilk still stude watch, and couth espy 

A man with aspeck kynd, 
Richt auld lyke and batud lyke. 

With baird thre quarters skant, 
Sae braif lyke and graif lyke, 

He seimt to be a sanct. • 



Grit daring dartit frae his ee, 

A br^d-sw(nrd schogled at his thie. 

On his left arm a tar^e; 
A shinand ^ir filled his richt band. 
Of stalwart mak, in bane and bmwnd. 

Of just proportions large; 
A various rain-bow-colourt plaid 

Owre his left spawl he threw, 
Doun his braid back, iirae his quhyte heid. 

The silver whimplers grew; 
Amaisit, I gaisit 

To se, led at command 
A strampant and rampant 

Ferss lyon in his hand; 



Quhilk held a thistle in his paw. 
And round his collar eraift I saw 

This poesie pat and plain, 
Nemo me impune lacess- 
-H : In Scots, None ioU cppreu 

Jie, unpum^.wHh pain* 
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Still tchalring, I dunt nutkbg uy. 

Till he wkh kynd accent 
Sayd, Fere, let nocht thy heart affiray, 

I cum to heir thy pkint ; 
Thy graining and maming 

Haith laitiie reik'd mine eir. 
Debar then affar &en 

All eiryness or feir. 

For I am ane of a hie station. 

The Warden of thid auntient nation. 

And can nocht do thee wrang; 
I vissyt him then round about, 
Syne with a resolution stout, 

Speird, Quhair he had been sae lang ! 
Quod he, Althoch I sum forsuke, 

Becaus they did me slieht^ 
To hills and glens I me betuke. 

To them that luves me ricfat ; 
Quhastt mynds y6t inclynds y^ 

To damm the rappid spat^, 
Devysing and prysing 

Freidom at ony rate. 

Our trechour peirs thair tyranns treit, 
Quha jib them, and thair substance eit, 

And on their honour stramp ; 
They puire degenerate ! bend thair baks. 
The Yictor, Longshanks, proudly cracks 

He has blawn out our lamp : 
Quhyle trew men, sair complainand, tell» 

With sobs, thair silent gnef. 
How Baliol thair ricbts did sell* 

With small howp of reliefe ; 
Reoretand and firetond 

Ay at his cursit plot, 
Quha rammed and crammed 

That bargain doun thdr tttf ot^ 
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Bniif genbie 6weir» and bor^ien iMm, 
Aevenge is muttert by ilk cLaii 

That's to thair natioD trew; 
The cloysters cum to cun the evil. 
Mail-payers wiss it to the devil, 

With its contryving crew. 
The hardv wald with hairty wills, 

Upon dyre vengeance fall ; 
The fechless fret owre heuchs and hills^ 

And eccho answers all, 
Repetand and gretand, 

With mony a sair alace, 
For blasting and casting 

Our honour in disgrace. 



Waes me ! quod I, our case is bad. 
And mony of us are gane mad. 

Sen this disgraceful paction; 
We are felled and herryt now by forss, 
And hardly help fort, that's yit wanse, 

We are sae forfaim with faction. 
Then has not he gude cause to grumble, 

That's forst to be a slaif ? 
Oppression dois the judgment jomble. 

And gars a wyse man raif. 
May chains then, and pidns then . 

Infernal be thair hyre 
Quha dang us, and flang us 

Into this ugsum myre. 



Then he with bauki forbidding luk» 
And stately air did me rebuke. 

For being of sprite sae mein : 
Said he, Its far beneath a Scot 
To use weak curses, quhen his lot 

May sumtym sour hb splein; 
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He rather sould* nrnir lyke a man. 

Some braif design attempt; 
Gif its not in bin pith, what than 1 

Rest but a qnhyle content, 
Not feirful, but cheirfiil. 

And wait the will of Fate, 
Which myndfl to, desynds to 

Renew your aiintient state. 

I ken sum mair than ye do all 
Of quhat sail afterwart befall. 

In mair auspicious tymes ; 
For aften far abufe the mune, 
We watching beings do convene, 

Frae round card's utmost clymes, 
Quhair ev'ry Warden represents 

Cleirly his nation's case, 
Gif Famine, Pest, or Sword torments. 

Or vilains hie in place, 
Quha keip ay, and neip ay 

Up to themselves grit store, 
By rundging and spunging 

The leil kborious puire. 

Say then, said I, at your hie state, 
Lernt ye oucbt of auld Scotland's &te, 

Gif eir schoil be her sell ? 
With smyle celest, quod he, I can. 
But its nocht fit an mortal man 

Should ken all I can tell : 
But part to thee I may unfold, 

And thou may saifly ken, 
Quheft Scottish peirs sHcht Saxon gold. 

And turn trew hearth men; 
Quhen knaivrie and daivrie, 

Ar equally dispysd, 
And loyi^, and royalte, 

Universaliie are prysd; 
11 H 
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Q^'ben all your trade is at a ftand, . 
And cunyie dene fonaiks the land, 

Suhilk will be very sune, 
priests without thair stypands preidi ? 
For noucht will lawyers causes streich ? 

Faith that's nae easy dune* 
All this, and mair» maun cum to paas^ 

To deir your glomourit sicfat; 
And Scotland maun be made an ass. 

To set hir judgment richt 
They'l iade hir, and blad hir. 

Until scho brak hir tether, 
Thoch auld schois, yit bauld schois. 

And teuch lyke harkit lether. 



But mony a corss sail braithless ly. 
And wae sail mony a widow cry. 

Or all rin richt a^ain ; 
Owr Cheviot prancing proudly North, 
The faes sail tak' the field near Forth, 

And think the day thdr ain : 
But bums that day sail ryn with blude 

Of them that now oppress ; 
Their carcasses be corbys fude, 

By^ thousands on the gress. 
A King then sail ring then. 

Of wyse renoun and braif, 
Quhase puisans and sapiens. 

Sail ncht restoir and ssdf. 



Hie view of freidomis sweit, quod 1$ 
O say, grit Tennent of the skye. 

How neiris that hapine tyme ? 
We keo things but be drcurostans : 
Nae roair, quod he, I may advaace» 

Leit I commit a cryme. 
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Qaimt eir ye plees, gae on, quod I, 

I fall not fftsh ye moir. 
Say how, and qunar ye met, mid quhy. 

As ye did hint befoir. 
With air then sae fair then. 

That glanst like rais of glory, 
Sae godlyk and oddl^k 

He thus resumit his stone. 

Free the sun*s rysing to his sett. 
All the'pryme rait of Wardens met. 

In solemn bricht array. 
With vehicles of aither cldr; 
Sic we put on auhen we appdr 

To sauls rowit up in day; 
Ther in a wyd and splendid hall, 

Reird up with shynand beims, 
Quhai» niie-tries were of nun-bowi all. 

And paift with starrie gleims, 
Quhllk prinkled and twinlded 

Brichtly beyont corapair. 
Much famed and named 

A CASTILL IN THE AYR. 

In midst of quhilk a tabill stude, 
A spacious oval, reid as blude. 

Made of a fyre-flaucht, 
Arround the dazelin|^ widls were drawn. 
With rays be a celestial hand. 

Full mony a curious draucht. 
Inferiour bmngs flew in haist. 

Without gyde or derectour, 
Milliohs of myles throch the wyld waist. 

To bring in bowlis of nectar: 
Then roundly and soundly 

We drank !yke Roman gods : 
Quhen Jove sae dois rove sae. 

That Mars and Bacchus nodi. 
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Quhen Pbebus* heid turns tidit as etiA, 
And Neptune leans upon his fork« 

And lunpand Vulcan bletbers: 
Quhen Pluto glowrs as he were wvld^ 
And Cupid, luves wee wingit cbyld, 

Fals down and fyls his fethers. 
Quhen Pan forgets to tune his rdd. 

And flings it cairless bye, 
And Hermes, wing*d at heils and heid. 

Can nowther stand nor lye : 
Quhen staggirand and swag^irand. 

They stoyter hame to sleip, 
Quhyle centeries and enterics 

Immortall watches keip. 



Thus we tuke in the hich brown fiquor. 
And ban^ about the nectar biquor; 

But evir with this ods, 
We neir in drink our judgments dremd]^ 
Nor scour about to s^ a wensch, 

Lyk these auld baudy gods; 
But frankUe »t ilk uther ask, 

Quhat's proper we suld know» 
How ilk ane has perforniit the task, ^ 

Assigned to htm below. 
Our mynd then, sae kynd thoo. 

Is fixt upon our care. 
Ay noting and ploting 

Quhat tends to thair weilfair. 



Gothos and Vandall baith lukt Uuff, 
Quhyle Gallus sneered and tuke a snui^ 

Quhilk made Allmane to stare; 
Latinus bad him naithing feir, 
But lend his hand to haly weir, 

And of cowd crouns tak' cfunej 
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Batavius with fa» pftddoek*fiico 

LukiQg asquint* cry'd« Fbch I 
Your monks are void of senoe or ffmte, 

I had leur ficbt for fisch ; 
Your 8chule*men ar fule-men, 

Carvit out for duU debates* 
Dfoo^ng and destroying 

Baith monarchies and states. 

Iberius with a gorlie nod 

C17M, Hogan, yes, we ken your God, 

Its herrings ye adore. 
Heptarchus, as he us'd to be, 
Can nocht with his ain thochts agre* 

But varies bak and fore; 
Ane quhile he says, It is not richt 

A &fonarch to resist; 
Neist braif all ryal pouir will slight, 

And passtve homage jest : 
He hitches and fitches 

Betwein the hie and hoCf 
Ay jieand and fleand 

Eound iyk a weJder-cock. 

I still support my precedens 
Abune them aU, for sword and sens,) 

Thoch J half layn richt lown, 
Quhilk was, becaus I bure a grudg 
At sum fule Scotis, quha lyk^l to drudg 

To princes no thair awln; 
Sum Thapis thair tennants pykit and squeist. 

And pursit up all thair rent, 
. Syne wailopit to far courts, and bletst, 
' Tin riggs and schaws war spent; 
Syne bynding, and wbynding, 

Quhen thus redont to bowps, . 
They dander and wander 

About, {)iure Uckmadowps^ 
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But now its tyme for me to diwr 
My shvnand sword against dub-iaWy 

And gar my lyon roir; 
He sail or laog gie sic a sound. 
The eccho sidl be heard around 

Europe frae schore to schore; 
Then let them gadder all thair strength, 
» And stryve to wyrk my fidl, 

Tlioch numerous, yit at the length 

I will owrcum them all» 
And raise yit and blase yit 

My braiirie and renown. 
By gracing and placing 

Aright the Septus crown. 



Quhen my bruf Bkuck the same sail weir 
Upon his ryal heid, full deir, 

The diadem will sbyne; 
Then sail your sair oppression ceis, 
His intrest yours he will not fieice. 

Or leif you eir inclyne: 
Thoch millions to his purse be lent» 

Ye*ll neir the puirer be, 
But rather richer, <{ubyle its spent 

Within the Scottish se : 
The field then sail }ield then 

To honest husband's welth, 
Gttde laws then sail cause then 

A sickly state haif helth. 



Quhyle thus he talkit, methocht ther came 
A wondir fair etherial dame. 

And to our Warden say'd. 
Grit Callydon I cum in sercfa 
Of you, frae the hich starry arch 

The council! v\ ants your aid ; 






True ev'ry quarter ckP the akv* 

As swift as a qohirl-wynd) 
Witii spirits speid the chieftains hy^ 

Sum grit thing b desygnd. 
Owre muntains be funtains, 

And round ilk fiury ring, 
I half chaist ye, O haist v^ 

They talk about your king. 

With that my hand methocht he schuk^ 
And wischt I happiness micht bruke. 

To eild by nicht and day. 
Syne quicker than an arrow's fiicht» 
lie mountit upwards fi^e my dcht, 

Straicht to the milkie way; 
My mind him foUowit throw the skyes. 

Until! the brynie streme 
For joy ran trickling frae myne eyes. 

And wakit me frae m^ dreime; 
Then pdping, half sleiping, 

Frae ftirth my ryal beild. 
It eisit me, and pleisit me 

To se and smell the feild. 

For Flora in htr dene array. 

New washen with a showir of May, 

Lukit full sweit and fair; 
Quhile hir cleir husband frae above 
Sched doun bis rayis of genial luve, 

Hir sweit;^ perfumit the ayr; 
The wynds war husht, the ^welkin cleiPd, 

The glumand clouds war fled. 
And all as saft and gay appeir'd 

As ane Elysian sched; 
Quh^eheisit and bleisit 

My heart wi^ sic a fyrc, 
As raises these praises, 

That do to heaven aspyrc. 
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Thii to evldendr the pitKluctlon of Allan RamnT, ao4 It MrMnlf 
MnongtlMbcitoriito ^OMS. It vm ftnt pubUthed oi Tbb Ever.OiwDv 
and idd to be ** camp/ySit in Latin be a mcwt lemit Clctfc, in tyoae of oar 
liainbip and opreaiibn, anno 1300, and tramlatit in 15M.** A* no oopr of 
the Poem hu ever been eren wetended to hare been imd or heun oil 

Srevioos to the publication by Bamutj hiintdf s as hi» fiuniiy knew and 
ave affirmed it to Iw hii ; and ai it has never lieen claimed bgrf or Ibr any 
other, it would be aiqwrfluous to enter Into any dlacUMion upon the nb. 
Ject Should any one entertidn doubta upon the matter, I would only mI- 
viae him to peruae, along with the Poem.- careAilly, .the ackaiowKdced 
IVorka of Riimaay, and I have no doubt mat if he fa not (Sbnvinoed that 
it is Ramsay's, he will be satisfied that the writer wiMerer he was, was 
a most happy imitator both of Ills lieauties and blemishes. 

Or. Beattie of Aberdeen, the elegant and accomplished autluw of The 
Minstrel, seems to have seen throiuh the flimsy picteno^ vf aatfquity, 
ascrbed to thto Poem bf its author, for the purpose of avoldiqa tiie odium 
and contempt, which, at that time, attached to the votaries of Supentitioa 
and Tyranny, (for it had not yet become fashionable to kxte sipst of the 
interests of tbe present, and of future genefations, in an aflStatioo of 
sympathy for a worthless Vermin, whoae highest daim of merit was a 
towpenny cord, and the fir»t thorn-bush that was high enough to hang 
him,) and, in a letter to Mr. Pinkerton he says ** the best floottish Fbem of 
modem times that I have seen, (for, though ttie title pretends it was 
written four hundred years ago, t have reason to think that it was pro. 
duced in this century.) is called The Viaion. I am inclined to think ttiat 
the author, whoever tie was, must have read Arbuthnot's History of John 
Bull. But ther^ are noble images in it, and a harmony of versificatioo 
auperior to every thing I have seen in the kind. I suspect tint it is tbe 
work of some friend of the famUy of Stuart, and that it must have beea 
composed about the year 1715.*' 

Pinkerton in a note to his. Edition of the Pootn, says, **Tbeprindples 
of this Poem are utterly detested by the editor, as tho^ ane by every tneai 
of mankind : he only gives it as a piece of fine writing in its way. Tbe 
unhappy attachment to tbe fionily of Stuart, has wasted the finest estates, 
and shed some of the l)est blood in Scotland. It now exists only in the 
breasts of old women." Could the prcs«it dealers in Jacobite ribaktr^, 
bawdry, and blasphemy, plead, in extenuation of their oouduct, the weak, 
ness ot sex, and tiie dotage of age^ itwerepertainly very fortunate for theif 
rqNitations. 



JOHN GILPIN, 

John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown; 
A train-band captain eke was he 

Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said t6 her detUr-* 
" Though wedded. we have bedn 

** These twice ten tedious years, vet wf 
" No holiday have seen. 
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* To morrow is our wedding day* 

** And we will then repair 
** Unto the B^ at Edmonton, 

** All in a chaise and pair. 

^ My sister and my sister's child, 

** Myself and children three, 
** Will fill the chaise; so you must ride 

^ On horseback after we." 

He soon rcply'd — ** 1 do admire 

** Of woman-kind but one ; ' 

^ And you are she^ my dearest dear» 

^ Therefore it shall be done. 

^ I am a linenniraper bold, 

^ As all the world doth know ; 
^ And my good friend Tom Callender, 

^ Wm lend hi* horse to go." 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin-**' Thalfs well said; 
• * And, for that wine is dear, 
" We wifi be fumish'd with our own, 
« Which is both bright and clear." . 



John Gilpin kiss'd his lovmg wife; 

O'enoyed was he to find. 
That tnough on pleaiture she wat bent. 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was brought. 

But yet was not allow'd 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was staid. 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls ; and all agog 

To dash through thick and thin. 
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Smack went the whip, round went the wfae^t. 

Were never folks so glad ; 
The stones did ratde underneath. 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side, 

Seiz'd fast the flowing mane^ 
And up he got in haste to ride. 

But soon came down Bggin, 

For saddle-tree scarce reach'd had he, 

His journey to begin. 
When, turning rouikl his head, he saw 

Hu'ee customers come in. 

So down he came; for loss of time, 

Although it griev*d him sore. 
Yet loss of pence, full well he knew. 

Would trouble him mnch more. 

*Twas long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind. 
When Bettnr screaming came down stairs, 

-The wine is left bdiind!" 

*• Good lack !" quoth he; ** yet bring it me, 

" My leathern belt likewise, 
" In which I bear my trusty sword 

** When I do exercise." 

Now Mrs. Gilpin— -careful soul ! 

Had two stone-bottles found. 
To hold the liquor which she 1otM» 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 

Through which the belt he drew ; 
And hung a botlJe on each side. 

To make his balance true. 
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Then over all, that he might be 

£quipp*d from top to toe, 
His loDg red cloak, well brush'd and neat. 

He manfully did tbrowi 

Now we him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed. 
Full slowly pacing o'er the stones. 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-shod feet. 
The snorting beast began to trot. 

Which gall'd him in his seat. 

So « &ir and softly/' John did cry; 

But John he cried in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon 

In spite of curb and rem 

So stooping down, as he needs must 

Who cannot sit upright. 
He grasp'd the mane with both his handi^ 

And eke with all his might. 

The horse, who never had before 

Been handled in this kind. 
Affrighted fled; and, as he flew, 

LA all the world behind- 

Away went Gilpin, neck or oou^t. 

Away went hat and wig; 
He little dreajs't, when he set out, 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cbak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay; 
Till, loop and button iailmg both. 

At last it flew away. 
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Then might all people well disoani 

The bottles he had slung; 
A bottle twinging at.each side. 

As hath been said or sang. 

The dogs did baric, the chydren tcre8iB*d, 

Up flew the windows ail ; 
And eVry soal cry*d out, « Well done !" 

As loud as he could bawL 

Away went €rilpin — ^who but he ! 

His fame soon spread around— 
** He carries weight I — he rides a race !-^ 

^ Tis for a thousand pound 1" 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to view. 
How, in a trice, the tumpike^nen 

Their gates wide open threw. 

i^d now, as he went bowing dows 

His redoing head full low. 
The bottles twain behind his back. 

Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road. 

Most piteous to be seen. 
And made his horse's flanks to SBooke, 

As he had basted been. 

But still he seem'd to carry wogfat, 

With leathern girdle braced; 
For all might see the bottle neckt 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus, all throCigh merry Islington, 

These gambols he did play. 
Until he came unto. the Walsh 

Of Edmonton so ga^. 
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And there he threw the wash about 

On both sides of the way ; 
Just like unto a trundling mop. 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton^ his loving wife^ 

From the balcony apied. 
Her tender husband^ wond'ring much 

To see how he did ride. 

** Stop, stop, John Gilpin i here's the house t" 

They all at once did cry ; 
** The dinner waits, mid we are tir'd !** 

Said Oapin—" So am 1 1" 

But, ah ! his horse was not a whit 

Inclin'd to tarry there; 
For why?— -his owner bad a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware# 

So like an anow sw^ he flew 

Shot by an archer strong; 
So did he ^ v — which brings me to . 

The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilps, out of breathy 

And sore agamst his will. 
Till at lus friend Tom CaUender's 

His horse at last stood still. 

Tom Callender surpris'd to see 

His friend in such a trtniy 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus accosted iiim-^ 

** What news, :what news I— the tidiqgs tell : ' 

** Make haste and tell me all i 
" Say,, why bare headed you are come, 
** Or why you come at all?" 
II. I 
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Now Gil|Ma had a pleaauit vk» 

And lov'd a timely joke ; 
And thus iinto Tom CaUeiidery 

la merry strain^ be spoke»-^ 

** I come because your bona would coaM; 

"And if I weU forebode 
** My hat and wig will soon be here; 

** They are upon the road." 



Tom Callender, rigbk glad to find 

His friend in merry pin. 
Returned him not a sing^ word* 

But to the house went in. 

Whence straigbt he eana with hat and wig^ 

A wig that flow'd behind, 
A hat not much the worse for wear; 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up» and in his tarn* 
Thus shew'd nk read^ wit — 
My head is twiee as ng as yoursy 
They therefore needs must fit. 
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** But let me scrape the dirt away 
** That hangs upon your iaee ; 

** And stop and eat«*for well you may 
** Be in a hungry case 1*' 

Said John — ^" It is my wedding day ; 

** And all the world would stare, 
^ If wife should dine at Bdmoston. 

** And I should dine at Ware." 

So turning to hu horse, he said, 

" I am m haste to dkie; 
^ 'Twas for your pleasom you cane here, 

^ You shall go back for mine." 
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Ah ! luckless word and boodae boMt, 

For which he paid full dear; 
For, while he spoke^ a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clear : 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 

Had heard a lion roar; 
And gallop'd ofi^ with all his migbt» 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin — ^and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig; 
He lost them sooner than at fint : 

For why ? They were too big. 

Now« Mrs. Gilmn, ^dien she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country fiur away, 

She pulled out half<ft-crown : 

And thus, unto the youth she said 

That drove ^em to the BeU^ 
** This shall be ydors, wHen yon bring bade 

^ My husband safe and well." 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet i 

John cominjs back amain; 
Whom in a tnce he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein ; 

But not performing wliat he meant 

And flladly wouU have done. 
The fritted steed he frighted more» 

And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin— <and away 

Went post-boy at his heels; 
The post-boy's horse right glad to mis^ 

The lumb*ring of the wheels. 
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Six geBtlemeni upon the road. 

Thus sedng Gilpin fty^ 
With post-boy scamp'ring in the rear^ 

They rais'd the hue and cry. 

** Stop thief l^stop thief !— a highwayman !** 

Not one of them was mute, 
And all and each that pas^d that way, 
, Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates i^n 

Flew open in short space; 
The toll-men thinking, as before, 

Tliat Gilpin rode a race: 

And so he did, and won it too; 

For he got first to town : 
Nor stopp'd, till where he had got up. 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing*«-Long live the king; 

And Gilpin, long live he; 
And ivhen be next doth ride abroad. 

May I be there to see. 



«Thefiu»tiouiHMocy ofMm GBtiiB** llhutratM moift flvclbir The 
adage of the poet> 

Great wit to nmdhieas rare la near allied. 
And thin partitioDs do their bocuida^Tide. 

and proves to a demonatration that mdancholy and mirth aie, fteq n en U T» 
if nm inmates, very nmrnelfbbMUB. TbeoutlineBoftlaeatoty west told 
by Lady Austen to the Autiior, Wiiliam Cowper, to divert one of those 
fits of gloomy deqwodency, to wbioh be waa for a gnat part of ills lift^ 
daily subjected, and which finally laid the noUe fimc « hJto geoiMB hi 
ruins, and the eiftct upon his fliculties was such, that he told iier text 
mornmg, he had been in convulsions of laughter through the wftole night, 
and had already turned her history of John Gilpin into a Ballad. Perfiips 
DO woric of a nmilar kind was ever more widely druulated, or more. gen- 
erally admired. It is indeed, for genuine shnpttrity and exquidtefaiiHwur, 
without a parallel in the lariguags» though, no doubt. Ita odetaity has 
been increased by the eztraorcUnanr circumstances of tiie author'a lift^ 
and the pre-eminaitiaioellence of hb more aerious p r pdn c tl em . 

Of the history of his life, which appears to us the moat shigidavaod the 
jBMt imtrudive of any reoorded in Engtteh Utenture^ wvcan «dy aiM 
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ftir « l«ry memn alstnict Hft wm borli at lStMma0tm4, in 
MetUbnUUn^ on theJJMi of Nof«nAer, 17S1. HIsliitlMrlhtHeTrJobil 
€3o«r|wr, D. IX Heetor of that yiace, and one of the chaplBiiis to George 
II. WW the ton of Spencer Cowper, Chief Justice of Chester, and Vbm 
neiAeir of the Lord Cbancdior CowpeE. On the death of hie mother, 
which happened when he was only six yean of age, he was placed under 
the caie of Dr. Pltinan, who had estabUsbed himself as a Teacher in that 
neighbouriiood, who mrtars to have been very W qnalifled ftw his bushiess, 
aUoiring a Uoense to tae strong to tna^ile upon tiie weak, in aueh a de. 
sree as seems to hare made the gentle and unasnnning poet (to be) most 
perfectlirwreldied. After two years endurance under this wortby knl|^ 
of the Tam$9 owing to the ^ipearanoe of qiecks upon his eyes, he was 
placed in the fiunily of a fenuue Oculist in London, where he remained 
two years more without receiving any benefit ftom her medical eKertions. 
He was now removed to Westminster school, where his extreme sensl. 
bility, still subjected htm to the deepest suffering from the pemcution of 
his school-fellows. Here, however, he acqulr«i condderwle eminence 
ma a sdiolar, and at the age of eighteen, returned to Berkhamstead, where 
he remained only a few months ; being articled with a Mr. Chi yro a n , a 
■o]i<dtor in London. The study of the law, however, seems not to have 
auited the inclinations of Cowper, and, by his own confeislon* the three 
years of his apprenticeship were consumed in idleness. Nor does it ap- 
pear that twelve yean more spent in the temple, were any better improved. 
iVben he had attained the age of thirty-two years, his ftiends procured 
him an appointment as a clerk in the house of Lord^ when his fears for 
an exammation before that honourable house, actually reduced him to a 
state of insanity, and he was placed at St. Albans, under the care of Dr. 
Cotton, with whom he remained a considerable time after his recovery* 
He afterward removed to Huntingdon and became an inmate to the family 
of the Rev. Mr. Unwin, where he remained till within a litde of his death, 
which hwipened in the month of April, 1800, when he had reached, not. 
withstaiMung great delicacy of constitution, nearly his 70th year. Many 
speculations have been indulged ooooeming that settled gloom, always 
bordering upon and frequently carried aU the length of real madness, that 
hung over the mind of Cowper, a mind at the same time benetrolent, culti- 
v^ed, and pure in no ordinary degree.- Nothing appears to us more evi. 
dent, than that it arose in a great measure from the errors of his oduca* 
tion, and the misdirection or the total n^lect of his talents. The fol- 
lowing extract shews that he himself was perfectly sendble of the cause, 
and it claims the most serious attention of all who have any influence In 
directing the views or any charge in the education of the voung. 

** The colour of our whole life is generally such as the three or four first 
years in whidi we are our own masters make it. Then it is that we 
ma/ be said to shape our own destiny, and to treasure up for ounielvcs a 
series of future successes or disappointments. Had I employed my time 
as wisely as you, in a situation very similar to yours, (he is writing to Mr. 
Rose, who held a respectable place in the admintotration of the ^vem. 
ment of the country,) I had never been a poet perh^M, but I might by 
this time have acquired a character of far greater importance in society, 
and a situation in which my friends would have been better pleased to see 
me. But three yean misspent in an attorney *s office, were almost of course 
followed by several more equally misspent in the temple, and the con« 
sequence hias been, as the Italian epitapn says, * Sto qui. -^The only use I 
can make of myself now, at least the bttt» is to serve in temrem to othen 
when occaiHens may happen to oSBsti. that they may ese^;ie (so far as my 
admonitions can have any weigfatwith them,) my foUy and my fate." 

His late Migesty bestowed upon him a pension of <6300 per annum, but 
hj the time he received it, his disorder had gained a fatal asoendcncy over 
biw, and it never aii^ieared to give hias the sBQallest satisfaction. 
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AfiMtpftrtor hto lUI^ aniputleulaly tiM liMar jfwntlMnBi; Am 
the pre?«leiioe of bb malady, vas ipont in imtacrinMe flgoq^ iriiMi 
aft the attentloa of his ftienda oould do nothing to raoBove. Tna oalr 
Mitigation of liis anguish, wasiHien be could be eotited to HalentoaitQiy 
lead or repeated, and with this view, hit kind and worthy kiniarain, the 
Eev. Mr. Jobnaon, exbaunted all the nbnuriee within hie veachj be abo 
in tiiis state read over to him all hi* own wrilingi, wliich lie IMntA to 
with apparent attenOon, except John Gilpin, whi«» he could on do ac> 
count be brought to hear. The following little Poem, aald to be the bat 
of bit oonuKMitiiMis, will be read with mdancboly interert, by all wbo 
te moved by the view of uniortunate geniua, and aflKctad worth. 



THE CASTAWAY. 

Ofaccurest niriit enTolv'd the sky, 
Tb* AtUnnc Ullows roar*d ; 

When such a destin'd wretdi as I 
Wash'd headlong from on board, 

OffViends, of hope, ofallberelU 

His floating home for ever left. 

No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went, 

Mor ever ship left Albion*a coast 
With warmer wishes sent 

He lov*d them both, but both in vain, 

Mor him behdd, nor her again. 

Kot long beneath the whelming brine. 

Expert to swim, he lay; 
Mor soon he felt his strength dedine. 

Or courage die away ; 
But wag'd with death a bntuig strife. 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted: nor his ftiends had foil'd 
To check the v^ssds course. 

But so the ftirious blast prevailed,  
That, pitiless perforce. 

They left their outcast mate behind. 

And scudded stlU before the wind. 

Some succour yet they oould affbrd ; 

And such as storms allow. 
The cask, the coop, Uie floated cord, 

Oelay'd not to bestow. 
But he (they knew) nor ship nor sborer 
What ere thqr gave, sboula visit monk 

Mor, cruel as it seem*d, oould he 
Tliere haste himself oonderau. 

Aware that flight, in such a sea, 
Alone could reseue them ; ' 

Yet bitter folt it sttU to die 

pcscrted, and his t'ricndii le o'lgh. 
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Ifo loDg MrrivM who Uvei an hour 

Inooead, aelf.upbeld; 
And fo long he, with iuiipait|l0w«r« 

HiidarttaywpeU'dr^ 
And ever ai the minutes ilew, 
Entnated help, or oied— ^ adlau.** 

Atleqgth, hit tganrient m/jtm ym, 

Hisconmdes, who before 
Had heaid Ilia voice in every blaat 

Could catch the sound no more: 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling w»fe, and then be sank. 

Nopoet wept him: butfhepage 

Of narrative sincei^ 
That teUs his name, his worth, his age. 

Is wet with Ansonii tear ; 
And tean 1^ taaids or heroes dMd 
Alike immortalise tho dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream. 

Descanting on his fiite. 
To give the melancholy theme 

A more enduring date : 
But misery still delights to trace 
Ita semhlanoe In. aaottaer's ( 



No voice divine the stoim allayld^ 
No light propitious dione; 

Whien snatch*d ttom all eflfcctual aid. 
We perifib'd each akne. 

But I beneath a rougher sea. 

And whalm'd In deeper golft than he. 



THE BATTLE OF HAKLAW. 

Faab Duaidier as I cam throodi, 
Doun by the hill of B&iiochie» 

Alangst the lands of Gaiiodi : 
Gnt pitie was to heir and se 
The noys and dulesum hermonie. 

That evir tha^ drdry day did daw, 
Cryand the Corynoch on hie» 

Alas ! Alas ! for the Harlaw. 
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I marvlit quhat tlie matter mdnt, 

AU folks war in. a fiery fairy 1 ^ 
I wist nocht quha was fae or frdnd; 

Zit quietly I did me carrie. 

But sen the days of auld King Hairio, 
Sic slauchter waa not herde nor sene^ 

And ^air (had nae tyme to talry. 
For bisiness in Aberdene. 

Thus as I walkit on the way. 

To Inyerury as I went, 
I met a man, and bad him stay 

Requostine him to make me quaint. 

Of the beginning and the event. 
That happenit thmr at the Harlaw; 

Then he entreited me tak tent. 
And he the truth sould to me schaw. 

Grit Donald of the Yles did claim. 

Unto the lands of Ross muai richt, i 
And to the Govemour he came, 

Thaim for to half gif that he micht; 

Quha saw his interest was but slicht : 
And thairfore answerit with disdain ; 

He hastit hame baith dav and nicht. 
And sent nae bodward bade again. 

But Donald ricfat impatient 
Of that answer Duke Robert gaif. 

He vowed to God omnipotent. 
All the hale lands t>f Ross to haif. 
Or ells be gruithed in his graif. 

He waJd not quat his rieht for nodit, 
Nor be abusit like a sliuf, 

That bargin sould be derly bocbt« 

Then halstyMe he did command. 
That all his weir-men should convene. 

Ilk ane well harnisit frae hand, 
To meit and heir qubat he did meio; 



BftlTISH ui^vrniRU 10l( 

He wazit wrath and Towit tein 
Sweirand he waid surpryse the I^^Mrth^ '^ 

Subdew the brugh of Aberdene, 
Meanis, Angus, and all Fyfe to Forth. 

Thus with the weir-mea of the Yle8> 

Quha war ay at his bidding bown. 
With muny maid, with fors and wyls, 

Richt far and neir baith up and doun: 

Throw mount and rauir, frae town to towo^ 
AUangst the hmds of Ross he roars, 

And all obey'd at his bandown, 
Evin frae the Nordi to Suthrea diom. 

Then all 'the countrie men did zield ; 

For nae resistans durst they mak« 
Nor offer battill in the field, 

Be fors of arms to beir him bak; 

Syne they resolvit all and spak, 
That best h was for their beh<^. 

They sould him for tfaair chifboa tak, 
Believing well he did them luva 

Then he a proclamation maid 

All men to meet at Inverness, 
Throw Murray land to mak a raid, 

Frae Arthursyre into Speyness. 

And further mair> he sent express. 
To schaw his colours and ensenzie. 

To all and sindrjr, mair and less, 
Throchout the bounds ><^ Byne and Enaie. 

And then dirow &ir Strathbqgie land. 

His purpose was for to pursew. 
And quhaSoevir durst gainstand, 

That race they should full fairly rew. 

Then he bade a' his men be trew. 
And him defend by fors and slicht. 

And promist them rewardis anew, 
And mak' them men of owkle micfat. 
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Without resistufi* a$ be 

Throw all tliese puts he iUm% p«Ml» 
Quhair sum wer w«e» and sura war gkiid». 

fint Ganocfa ww aXi agait. 

Throw all these feilds he sped him fiwt. 
For sic a sicht was never sene; 

And then, forsath, he lang'd at last 
To se the bruch of Aberdene. 

To hinder this pfourd entemnse^ 
The stout and micbty Erie of Marr 

With all his men in aims did 13^^ 
Even irae Cui^parf to Graigyrar, 
And down the side of Don rrcht far, 

Angus and Meams did all convene 
To fecht, or Donald camd sae nar 

The royal bruch of Aberdene. 

And thus the martial Erie of Manv 
Marcht with his men in richt 

Befoir tl)e enemie was awarr 
His banner bauldly did display* 
For weil enowch they kend the way» 

And all their semblance well they saw. 
Without all dangir, or delay. 

Cum haistily to the Harlaw. 

With him the braif Lord Offtvy, 

Of Angus sheriff principally 
The Constabill of gude Dunde> 

The vanguard 1^ before them aU« 

Suppose in numbor th^ war small, 
Thay first richt bauldlie did persew, 

And maid thir foes before them fall, 
Quha then that race did sairly rew. 

And then the worthy I«ord -Salton, 
The strong undoubted Laird of Dnunt 

The stalwart Laird of Lauristone, 
With Ilk thair forces aU and sunv 
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Ptainrair with all his men cfid 4nim, 
The provost of braif Aberdeney 

With tniiDpets and with tuik of drum. 
Came schortly ia thair armour tchoie. 

These with the Erie of Marr came oo» 

In the reir-ward richt orderlies 
Thair enemies to set upon; 

In awful manner hardily, 

Togither>rowit to live and die, 
Since th^ had mardHt mony mylis 

For to suppress the tyrararie 
Of doubted Domdd of the Yles. 

Bat he in number ten to ane, 

Richt subtilie alftng did ryde^ 
With Malcomtosch and fell Madean, 

With all thair power at thair syde, 

Presumeand on tbur strength and pryd^ 
Without all fflir or onv aw, 

Richt bauldlie battu did abyde. 

Hard by the town of fair HarJaiw. 

< 

The armies met, the trumpet sounds* 

The dandring drums aloud did tuik» 
Baith armies bvding on the bounds. 

Till ane of them the feild suld bruik. 

Nae help was thmrfotr, naae wald jouk, 
Fers was the fecht on ilka ^de, 

And on the ground lay mony a bouk 
Of them that thair did battill byd. 

With doutsum victorie they dealt. 

The bluid^ battil lastit lang, ' 
Each man his nibours Tors thair feltf 

The weakest aft times eat the wrang : 

Thair was nae mowis nuor them amang^ 
Kaithing was hard but heavy knocks, 

That Echo maid a dulefiw sang, 
Tlttirto resounding frae the rocks. 
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But Donalf • iBtn at last gaif back; 
For they wer all out of anay. 

The Bfie of Biarr^B men throw them brak^ 
Punewiqf shai|ily in thair maj, 
Tbair enemys to tak or slajr. 

Be dynt of fors to gar them yield, 

Suha war ricfat blyth to win away, 
sae for feirdness tint the feHd. 

Then Donald fled, and that fiifl iast. 

To moustains hieh for all hb nucht; 
For he and his war ail agast. 

And ran till they were out of sacbt; 

And sae of Ross he lost his richt, 
Thocht mony men with him he brochty 

Towards the Yles fled day and nich^ 
And all he wan was dearly bocht. 

Thk is (quod he) the ridit raport 

Of all tibat I did hear aaad knaw, 
Thocht my disoourse be snmthiog achofft^ 

Tak this to be aiicbt siKbe saw*; 

Contrairie God and the king's law, 
Thair waf spilt mMt Christian blude. 

Into ihe battill of Harlaw, 
This is the sum, sae I condude. 

But nt a bonny <]pih>]e i^de, 
And I sail mak thee cleirly ken 

Quhat slaucbtw was on flka syd^ 
Of Lowlapd and of Highland men, 
Quha for thair awin haif ever bene: 

These lazie lowns micht weil be sparMj 
Chessit lyke deirs into their dens, 

And gat thair wages for reward. 

Malcomtosch of the clan bod cheif, 
I^aclean with his grit haughty head. 

With all thair succour and retief. 
War dulefuUy dong to the 
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And now we are freid of Chair lieidy 
They will not lang to cuni agen; 

Thousands with them without remeiJ, 
On Donald's «yde that day war slain. 

And on the other syde wnr lost, 

Into the feild that dismal day, 
Chief men of worth (of meikle cost) 

To be lamcntit sair for ay. 

Tile Lord Salton of Rotfaemay, ' 
A man of micht and meikle main ; 

Grit dolour was for his decay. 
That sae unhappylie was slain. 

Of the best men among them was, 

The gracious gude Lord Ogiluy, 
The sherriffpriiacipali of Angus ; 

Renownit for truth and equitie, 

For faith and magnanimitie ; 
He had few fallows in the feild, 

Zet fell by fatal destinie. 
For he nae ways wad grant to zidd. 

Sir James Scrimgeor of Duddap, knicht. 

Grit constabill of fair Dunde, 
Unto the dulcfull deith was dicht. 

The king's chief bannerman was he, 

A valziant man of chevalrie, 
Quhais predecessors wan the place 

At Spey, with gude King William fiie, 
'Gainst Murray and Macduncan's race. 

Gude Sir Alexander Irving, 

The much renownit Laird of Drum, 
Nane in his days was better sene, 

Quhen they war semblit all and sum; 

To praise him we sould not be duran. 
For valour, witt, and worthyness. 

To end his days he ther did cum, 
Quhois riinsora is remeidyle88. 

II. k" 12 
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Aad thnr die Knicht of Laoristom 
Was dain into hh armour schene, 
And gude Sir Robert DaTidson, 

?;uha proTOst was of Aberdene, 
he Knicht of Panmure, as was senev 
A mortal man in armour bricht, 

Sir Thomas Murray stout and kene. 
Left to the warld thdr last gude nicht. 

Thair was not sen King Kenneth's days 
Sic strange intestine crewel stryfe 

In Scotland sene, as ilk man says, 
Quhmr mony liklie lost their lyfe ; 

Suhilk maid divorce tweoe man and wyfe^ 
mony children mtherless, • 
Quhilk in this realme has been full ryh : 
Lord help these lands, our wrangs redress ! 

In July, on Saint James his cren. 
That four and twenty dismal day. 

Twelve hundred, ten score and eleven 
Of zeirs sen Chrvst^ the suthe to say^ 
Men will remember as thev may, 

Quhen thus the veritie th^ inaw. 
And mony a ane may mum for ay. 

The brim batdll of die Harlaw. 



Thb Ballad rdatM very f^^UifUnv, and very dtcumstantialty, the cnue 
and lanie of the fxittle fought in 1411, between Donald of the Itle^ and 
the Earl of Marr, nenhew to the Duke of Alhany, Regent of SMtland 
during the caiitirlty or James I. In the oomplaynt of Sbotland, published 
in 1549, a BaUad, with this title, is menti<^ied as being then ponilar, 
and, making aHowanoe for a few ahecatknia, which more tnodan raidtan 
wotud substitute, this may rery probably be the one alhided to. It is on 
this account highly curious, though it cannot be ranked high is point of 
poetical nerit« 
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THE BATTLE OF REID^QUAIR, 

On July seventh, the sutbe to say. 

At the Reid-Squair the tryst was set 
Our wardens they affixt the day. 

And as they promist, sae they met: 

Allace ! that dav I'll neir forzet. 
Was sure sae feir'd, and then sae fain. 

They cam tbair justice for to get. 
Will nevir gcdn to cum again* 

Carmichael was our warden then. 

He caufflt the countrey to convene, 
And the Lurd's Watt, that Worthy man, 

Brocht in his surname wdl be sene: 

The Armstrangs that ay haH'bene 
A hardy house, but not a hul ; 

The Elliots honours to mentaioj 
Brou^t in the laif of Liddisdale. 

Then Twidail lads came to with spdd. 

The Scheriff brocht the Dougka doun, ^ 
With Cranstane^ Gladstane, gude at ndtl, 

Baith Rewls-water and Hawick Town. 

Beanieddert bauldly maid him boun. 
With 3II the TVumbiilb Strang and stout; 

The Ruthirfuirds, wtdi grit renoun, 
Convoyit the town of Jedbrudh out. 

With oilier Clanns I can nocht tell. 

Because our waiming was nocht wyde, 
Be this our folk hes tane the fell, 

And plantit pallions thair to byde : 

We lukit down the udier syde. 
And saw cum briesdng owr the brae, 

Wi* Sir Geoige Foster for thidr gyde^ 
Full Fyftene hundrid men and mae. 1 
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It grdf t him sair that day I trow. 

With Sir John Hinrome of Schipsydehous^ 
Because we were not men enow. 

He counted us not worth a louse; 

Sir George was gentil,' meik and domey 
But he was bai), and het as fyre : 

But zil for all his cracking crouse 
He rewd the raid of the Reid-Squyre. 

To dail with psoad men is bat painy 
For ether ze maun ficht or flu^ 

Or eUs nae answer mak' again. 
But play the beist, and let them be^ 
It was aae wondir tho' he was hie^ 

Had Tyndall* Bedsdaile at bis band» 
With Cucksdaile^ Gladsdaile on die lie^ 

And Hebsrime and Northumberland. 

Zit was our meitfng meik enough. 
Begun with mirriness- and mows, 

And at the brae abune the hengb 
The clerk sat down to call the rows^ 
And sum for ky and sum for ewis, 

Callit in of Dandrie Hob and Jock, 
I saw cum merching owre the knows^ 

Fyve hundred Fennicks in a fiock. 

With jack and speir, and bowns aH bm% • 
And warlto weapons at their wiB; 

Howbeit we wer not wal content, 
Zit be nie troth we feir^d nae ill : 
Sum zeid to drink, and sum stude s^. 

And $um to cards and d^ce them sped, 
Quhyle on ane Farstem they fyld a bill» 

And he was fugitive and fled. 

Ciirraiehael bad them speik out plainly. 
And cloke nae cause for ilt nor gnde, 

The uther answering hfm full Tainly, 
Begouth to reckon kin and blude ; * 
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He raiae and iBx'd bimqidiair he itiide» 
And bade him match him wilii his marrows ( 

Ilien Tvndal hard these reseuns rude, 
And diey lute aff a flight of arrows. 

Then was ther nocht but bow and speir. 

And ilka man pullit out a brand, 
A Schaftan and a Fennick their, 

Gude Symington was slain frae hand. 

The Scotismen cry*d on uther to stand, 
Frae tyme they saw John Robson slain t 

Quhat suld they cry ! The King's comman4^ 
Culd Quise nae cowards tuni again. 

 

Up raise the Laird to red the cumber, 

Quhilk wald not be for all his boist^ 
Quhat suld we do with sic a number, 

Fyve thousand men into aq hoist? 

Then Henrie Purdie proyd hes cost, 
And yerie narrowlie h^ mischieTd him. 

And ther we had our Warden lost, 
. Wart not the grit God he reliv'd him. 

Aae uther throw the breiks him bair, 

Quhyle fjatlines to the ground he fell : 
Then thocht I, we had lost him thair. 

Into my heart it struck a knell ; 

Zit up he raise, the truth to tc^ ' 
And laid about him dunts full dour^ 

His horsemen they faucht stout and snell. 
And stude about him in the stour. 

Then ruse the slc^n with an schout, 

Fy, Tyndall to it, Jedbruch's heir: 
I trow he was not half sae stout, 

But anes his stomak was asteir. 

With gun and genzie, bow and speir. 
He micht se mony a crakit crown. 

But up amang the merchant geir. 
They bussie were as we wer doun. 

5 



The swallow-tails frte teckles flew, 

Fyve hundred ikim into a fficbt, 
But we had pestelTets anew, 

And schot amang tbem as we micht. 

With help of God the game gade ricbt, 
Frae tjme the foremost of tbem felT; 

Hynd owre the knowe, without gude-nicbty 
Thej ra|i with niony a shout and zell. 

But after they had shaw^d thefr backs, 

. Zit IVndair men they tum'd agaiu, 

And had not bene the merehant paeks. 

There had bene mae of Scotland ^ain» 

But, Jesu ! gif the iblk was fain 
To put the bussing on thair theis. 

And sae they fled with all thair main, 
Doun owre the bcae lyke clogged beis. - 

Sir Francis Russel tane was tbai^. 
And hnrt, as we heir men reherse;* 

Proud Wallingtoun was wounded '^air,. 
Albeit he was a Fenniek ferss. 
But gif ze wald a souldier serche 

Aroang them all war tane that nighty 
Was naue sae wordie of our verse 

As Colingwood that courteous knight. 

Zung Henry Schafton, he is hurt, 

A souldier schot him with a bow^ 
Scotland has- cause to make great stiir^ 

For laiming of the Lafrd of Mow. 

The Laird's Watt did weil mdeicl, 
His friends sfeude stoutly by himseil. 

With little Gkdstane, gude in neid,. 
For Gretein kend not gude be ill- 

The Scberiffwantit not gude will, 
Howbeit he romht not ficht sae fast ; 

BeiTJojidert, Hundlie and Hunthil), 
Thir three, they laid weii'OB at'lasty 



Except the horsemen of the gaird ; 
If I could put men to anul, 

Mane stoutlier stude out fi)r their Laird, 
Nor did the lads of Liddisdale. 

But little harness had we thair. 

But auld Badrule had on a jacky 
And did richt weil, I zou declair. 

With all the Trumbulls at his back. 

Gude Ederstane was not to lack. 
With Kirktoun, Newtoun, nobill-roen. 

Thir 18 all the specials I haif spack, 
Forby them that I could nocht ken. 

Quha did invent that day of play. 
We neid nocht feir to find him sune. 

For Sir John Foster, I dar weil say. 
Maid us that noysome aftemune : 
Not that I speik precisely out, 

That he suppos'd it wald be perill* 
But pryde and breaking out, but dout, 

Gart Tyndall lads begin die quanreU. 



The foDowIng Is the account of the tubject of this Balliuf, given b^ 
Ridpatta in hu Border-bistory—** At a nteetins held in the accustomed 
time and manner, at a hill called the Bed-Svwre, on the middle march 
between the kingdoms, ^r John Forr&ter, warden of that march, on the 
side of EiiKland, who was then afeo governour of Berwkdt, and Sr John 
Carmlchael. warden of tbeoppoiote march in Scotland, were employed in 
the «nrdinary businesa ot heanng causes and redressing wrongs. In the 
progress of this work, an Eng)i.<hman, who had been convicted of th^, 
and was a notorious oflBsnder, was demanded by the Scottish waxden to be 
ddlTered up, according to the law of the marches, to be the prisoner of 
the owner of the goods stolen, until satisfaction should be made for them. 
lUs delivery being excused for the present by Forrester, cm some pre. 
tenoe that did not satisfy Carmichael, he entered into expostulations with 
Forrester, who being thereby provoked, behaved haughtily, and gave 
signa of resentment apparent to all around him. This was sttfildent in- 
citement to 'some of his attendants to attack those of the other Me; which 
they did by a flight of arrows that killed one Scotchman, and wounded 
several others. The Scots by this une^tpected assault were driven off the 
field ; but being met in th«r fltght by sotne Jcdburg|i.men, who were 
coming to attend the warden, they were encouraged to. turn back on their 
enemies; which they did with so much vigour, that they put them to an 
entire rout. In this eneonnler. Sir Oeorge Heron, keeper of Tlndale 
and Ridi^ale, a man much esteemed in both realnu» v/as shun, together 
with twenty-four of hb tountryraen. The Ehglish warden himaof, hi* 
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mmJnMm, Fnncte BmmI jqd to tlui JGirl fff Badtod. Cuthbert Odin, 
wood, Jamei Ogle^ ftearj renvrUk, and seveiw oOien wefe taken 
prlionen. Being carried to Moitoa, at Dalkeith, tbey wore treated wHh 
the greatest humanity ; bMt be det«Uied them a few days, in order to give 
time for their resentment to aubside, which might in iu first tarj hare 
been the ooeasioa of greater mtedhieft. He abo required themlo sub- 
•cribe engagement* to make their appearance in Scotland at a certidn day, 
and then dismissed them with great exprassionB of regard.** The Balbd 
ha•reeotdedthedayofth•mQlltt^tbe3mrw•■ft 157$. 



JOHNIE ARMSTRANG. 

Sum speiks of lords, sum spdks of lurds. 
Ana sicklike men of hie degrie; 

Of a gentleman I sing a san^ 
Sumetime cal'd Lmd of GSnockie. 

The King be wrytes a luving letter 
Wi' his un hand sae tenderlie. 

And he hath sent it to Johnie Armstrang, 
To cum and spdk with him ^)eedUy. 

The Elliots and Armstrangs did convene; 

They were a gallant companie : 
WeMl ryde and mett our lawfull king. 

And bring bim safe to Gilnockie. 

Make kinnen and capon reader then. 

And venison in great plentie ; 
We'll welcum heir our roval king, 

I hope he'll dyne at Gunockie. 

They ran th&r horse on the Langum Hawn, 
And brake their speirs with meikle main; 

The ladys lukit frae their loft windows, 
^ God bring our men weil back again." 

Quhen Johnie came before the king. 
With ail his men sae brave to see. 

The ELing he movit his bonnet to him. 
He weind he was a king as well as he. 
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May I find grace, my sarei' d gn Uege, 

Urace for my loyal men and me. 
For my name it is Johnie Armstrang, 

And subject of zoun^ my Liege^ said be. 

Away, away, tbou traytour strange 
Out of my sicbt thou maysl sune be, 

I grantit nevir a traytor's lyfe. 
And now I'll not begin with thee^ 

Grant me my lyfe, my Li^e, my King, 

And a bonny gift I will gie to thee. 
Full four-and-twenty milk-whyt steids. 

Were a' foal'd in ae zdr to me. 

Ill fi;ie thee all these milk«whyt stei&. 

That prance and nicher at a speir, 
With as meikle ^de IngUsh gilt^ 

As fourof their braid backs dow bear* 

Away, away, tbou traytoar stnmg. 
Out of my dcht thou mayst sune be, 

I grantit nevir a traytor^s lyfe, 
And now 111 not begin with thee. 

Grant me my life, my Liegie, my Kmg, 

And a bonny gifb rll gie to thee, 
Gude ^r-and-twenty ganging mills. 

That gang throw a' Uie zeir to me. 

These £bur*8tidHtwenty milb com{dete» 

Sail gan^ for thee throw a' the zeir» 
And as meikle of gude. reid qubeit. 

As all theu* happers dow to beir. 

Away, away, tBou traytoiu^ stnuig. 

Out of my sicbt thou mayst aune be» 
I graniit nevir a traytor^ lyfe. 
And now TU not begin wuh theey 
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Grant me my lyfe, mv liage^ my Kiiig» 
And a great ^ I'U gie to thee» 

Bauld four-andntwenty sisten sons, 
SftU for thee iecht tho' a* aould flee. 

Away» away, tboa traytour Strang, 
Out of my sicht thou mayst sune be, 

I grantit nevir a traytoPs Ijfe, 
And now I'U not begin with thee. 



Grant me my lyfie, mv IStg^ my Kiqg» 
And a brave gift FIl me to thee; 

All between heir and Newcastle town. 
Sail pay thmr zdurly rent to thee. 

Away, away, fhou traytour strao^ 
Out of my sicht thou mayst sune be, 

I grantit nevir a traytor^s lyne. 
And now TU not b^gin.witb thee* 



2,e lied, ze lied now, Kiq;;, he says, 
Althocht a Eling and Prmce ce be; 

For I luid naithin^ in all my lyfe, 
I dare wall say it, but honesty: 

But a fiit horse and a ffur woman, 

Twa bonny dogs to kill a deir; 
But Ingland suld baif fund me m&l and malt, 

Gif I had Wd this hundred zeir. 

Scho suld haif fund me meal and malt. 
And beef and mutton in all plentie; 

But neir a Scot's wyfe coud haif amd. 
That &r I skaith'd her a pure flic. 

To sdk bet water beneadi caiild yce» 

Surely it is a great folie; 
I haif auLed ^race at a graceless fiice, 

But there is hane for my men and me. 
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But had I kend or t earn frae hame, 
How thou unkind wadst bene to me, 

I wad half kept the border-syde. 
In spyte otall thy force and thee. 

Wist Ingland's long that I was tane, 

O gin a blyth man wad he be ; 
For ance I slew his sister's son. 

And on his briest-bane brak a trie. 

John wore a ^rdle about his middle, 

Imbroidred owre with burning gold, 
Bespangled with the same mettle, 

Maist bewtiful was to behold. 

Tlier hang nine taints at Johnie's hat, 
And ilka ane worth thrie hundred pound : 

What wants that knave that a king suld have. 
But the sword of honour and the crown. 

quhar got thou these targats, Jbhnie, 
That bunk sae brawly abune thy brie ! 

1 gat them in the field fcchting 

Qufaer, cruel King, thou durst not be. 

Had I my horse and my harness gude. 

And ryding as I wont to be. 
It suld half bene tald this hundred zeir. 

The mdting of my King and me. 

God be wi' thee, Kirstv, my bridier, 
Lang live thou Laird of Mangertoun; 

Lang mayest diou dwell on the border-syde. 
Or thou se thy brither ride up and doun : 

And God be wi' thee, Kirsty, my son, 

Quhair thou sits on thy nurse's nee; 
But and thou live this hundred zeir. 

Thy father'! better thouh never be. 
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Farwey, my bonny GUnockball, 
Quhair on £sk syde tbou etandest ftout: 

Oif I had lieved but seven zeira mair, 
I wuld half gilt thee round about. 

John murdred was at Carliniiggy 
And all his gallant companie; 

But Scotland's heart was neir so wae^ 
To see sae mony brave men die. 

Because they sav'd thor country deir 
Frae Inglishmen ; nane were sae bald» 

Quhyle Johnie liv'd on the border-syde, 
Nane of them durst com neir his hald. 



In Um yoar, 1929, James V. made an expedltian agidiut the Border 
ihievetf forty-eight of whom he banged at once up<Mk growing trees, 
among whom was the subject of this Ballad. ** He was the most redouM- 
ed Chiftam** says Pitsoottie, ** that had been, for a long, on the bordets, 
either of Scotland or England. He rode ever with twenty-four alile fea- 
tkmen wdl horsed: yet he never molested any Soottistmaan. But it is 
said, that from the borders to Newcastle, every man, of whatsomever 
estate, paid him tribute to be free of his trovdde^ He came befiote the 
king, with his forest number rioilv apparelled, trusting that. In lenect 
of his free offier of his person, he sbouid obtain tiie ktaigis fiivour. But 
tlie king, seeing him and his men so gorgeous in their apparel, with so 
many brave men under a tyrant's commandment, frowaidly turning him 
about, he bade iAe the tynnt out of his sight, saying, * what wants that 
knave that a king should have?* But John Armstrong made great efito 
to the king, that he should sustain himself with forty gentlemen, ever 
ready at hb service^ du tbdr own coat, witboot wmnging any flwttidi- 
roan. Secondly, that there was not a sutdect in Enidand, duke^ earl, or 
baron, but within a certain day, he should bring nim to his majesty, 
tither quick or dead. At length, he seeing no hope of (kvour, said very 
nroudly, * It is folly to seek grace at a graceless face : But (said he) bad I 
known this, I should have lived on me borders in desptte of vou both ; 
for I know King Harry would down-wdgh my best horse with gold, to 
know that I were condemned to die tins day/* 

Tradition records that one of hl< attendants, by the strength and swift- 
ness of his horse, fiMeed his way through the thousands that surrounded 
them, and carried the unhappy news to Gilnockie castle, which stood 
upon a rock, encorapissed by tne water of Esk, at a place now known by 
the name of the Hollows, a few miles below Longholm. Tnditian Uke. 
wise records that, in token of the king's injustice, the trees, upon which 
these thieves were hanged, immediately withered away ! So much for 
Border kleas of juattce. 
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THE YOUNG LAIRD OF OCHILTRIE. 



O LisTBK, gude peopell, to my tale, 

Listea to quhat I tell to thee, 
The King has tuken a poor prisoner. 

The wanton Laird or Ochiltrie. 

Qiihen news came to our guidly Queen, 
She sicht, and said richt mournfullie, 

quhat will cum of Lady Margaret, 
Quha bdrs sick luve to Ochiltrie ? 

Lady Mai^garet tore hir yallow hfur, 
Quhen as the Queen told hir the saim: 

1 wis that I had neir bin bom. 

Nor ndr had known Ochiltries' mum. 

Fie na, quoth the Queen, that maumia be. 

Fie na, that maunna be; 
m fynd ze out a better way 

To saif the iyfe of Ochiltrie. 

The Queen she trippet up the stair. 
And lowly knielt upon her knie : 

Xhe first boon quhich I cum to craive 
Is the life of gentel Ochiltrie. 

O if you had ask'd me castels and towirs, 
I wad hae gin thaim, twa or thrie; 

Bot a' the monie in fsdr Scotland 
Winna buy the Iyfe of Ochiltrie. 

The Queen sche trippet down the stair, 
And down sche gade richt niournfulHe, 

Its a' the raonle in fair Scotland 
Winna buy the Iyfe of Ochiltrie. 
II. L 
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Lady Mai^garet tore her jeDow hauv 
Quhen as the Queen tald hir the nam; 

ril tack a knife and end my lyfe. 
And be in the grave as soon as him. 

Ah ! na, fie ! na, quoth the Queen^ 
Fie ! na^ fie ! na, this maunna be; 

ril set ze on a better way 
To loose and set Ochutrie fine. 

The Queen she slippit up the stair. 
And sche gaid up richt privatlie. 

And sche has stoun the prison-keys^ 
And gane and set Ochiltrie fne. 

And sches gien him a purse of gowd. 

And another of whyt monie, 
Sches gien him twa pistoles by^s ude» 

Saying to hhn, Shute quhen ze vrin fiie. 

And quheti he cam to the Queen's ivindow, 
Quhaten a joyfou shute gae be ! 

Peace be to our royBl Queen, 
And peace be in her companie I 

O quhaten a yoke is that? quoth the Kiogi 
Quhaten a yoice is that ? quoth he, 

Quhaten a yoice is that? quoth the King, 
I think its the yoice of Ochiltrie* 

Call to me a' my eaolours. 

Call thaira by mirtie and by thrie; 

Quhairfoir the morn at twelve a dock 
Its hangit schaU they ilk ane be. 

didna ze send zour keyis to us ? 

Ze sent thaim t)y thirtie and by thrie, 
And wi* thaim sent a strait command, 

To set at laijge toung Ochiltrie. 



BBITfSH MINiTIIBL. . 18S 

Ah 1 ha, fie ! na, quoCh the Quceiiy 
Fie, my dear luve ! this naunna be : 

And iff ye're gawn to hang thaim a', 
Indeed ze maun begin wi' me. 

The tane was schipfnt at the pier of Leitfa, 

The ither at the Queentferrie; 
And now the Lady has gotten hur luve^ 

The winsome lakd of Ochiltrie. 



Vo mention b made in Uofnnhlad n«rrattT8 of (he suthor of tfUf 
BaUad, and tradition i« eooaUy silent reipecting liim : but tha fbOowiog 
cJinniniHancfe, which took place in ISatL whan Bothwell was piottinc 
againat the king, rciated bf Spotswood, bare genemllgr been Mpposed 
the Ibondation thereof. 

** At the same time, John Wejmds, younger of Bogley gentleman of 
liis nu4erty*s chamber, and in great fiayowr both with the U^ and queen* 
was discovered to have the Ufep dealingP with Bothwdl. ana, htShg com- 
mitted to the keeping of the gu^rd, escaped by die policy of one of the 
Dutdi maids, with whom he entertained a secret lore. The gentle> 
woman, named BQatnss IfiKiarBt Twindaoe^ coning one night whilst 
the king and queen were in bed, to his keepen, shewed that the king 
called for the inrisoner to ask him some questions. The keepers, suspect- 
ing nothing, lor they knew her to be the principal maid in the chamtier, 
conveyed hun to the door of the fafdrhamhfr; ancL maUng a ita^ with, 
ont, as tliey were commanitw!, the gentlewoman <|ui let bun dorni at a 
window, by a oord that^e had prepared. The keepers, waiting upon hia 
return, stasred these till the morning, and then fimnd UiemaelveideDeived. 
This, pitli the manner of the escape, ministered gteat oo^ulon of laugh- 
ter; and, not mantr days after, the king being padfled by tbe oueen'a 
means, he was pardoned, and took to wife the gentlewoman, who had, in 
ttis sort, hasarded her credit, for his safiety.** 



LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET. 

Lord Thomas and fair Annet, ^ 

Sat ae day on a hill ; 
Whan nicfat was cum, and sun was sett. 

They had not talkt their fill. 

Lord Thomas said a word in jest. 

Fair A^net took it ill ; {\ 
A ! I wuU nenr wed a wife 

Against my mn friends' wull. 
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Gif ye wull Btvir wed a wife» 

A wife wull neir wed yee. 
See he is hame to tdl his mithery 

And knelt upon his knee: 

O rede, O rede, mkhery be says, 
A gude rede gie to inee: 

salll lak the niit4irowae bride^ 
AndletiairAnnetbee? 

'\ 
The nut«browne hride haa gowd and gear. 

Fair Annet she has get nane; 
And the little bewtie Mr Annet haes, 

O it wull soon be gane ! 

And be has till his brither gane: 
Now, brither, rede ye mee; 

A ! sail I niarrie the nut-browne bride^ 
And let fair Annet bee ? 

The nut>4)rowne bride has oxen, brother. 
The nu^browne bride has kye; 

1 wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride. 
And cast fair Annet bye. 

Her oxen may dye i* the house, BiUie, 

And her kye into the byre; 
And I sail hae naething to mysell 

Bot a &t (adge by the fyre. 

And he has till his sister gane: . 

Now, sister, rede ye me; 
O sail I marrie the nut-browne bride. 

And set fair Annet free? 

Ise rede ye tak fair Annet,. Thomas, 
And let the browne bride alane; 

Lest you sould sigh, and say, ^ace I 
What is this we brought name? 




No, I wuH talc my srfdier'i couofeV ' 

And marrie me owt o' haad; 
And I wiiU tak tbe nut-brown« bride; 

Fair Annet may iuw the laud. 

Up then rose &ir Annet's ^ther 

Twa hours or it wer day» 
And he has gane into the bower 

Wherein mir Annet lay. 

Rise up, lise op, fak Aoaet, he says, 

Put on your silken sheenc; 
Let us gae to St. Marie's kirke. 

And see that rich wedden. 

My maides, gae tQ my dressing-room. 

And dress to me my hair ; 
Whair-^r yee laid a plait bcibre. 

See yee lay ten Umes mair. 

My maide^^ gae to ay dreasing-roome. 

And dress to me my smock ; 
The one half is o' the hoiland fine. 

The other o' neidle-work. 

The horse (air Annet rade upon, 

He amblit like the wind, 
Wi' siller he was shod before, 

Wi' burning gowd behind. 

Four-and-twen^ siller bells 

Wer a tied till his mane, 
Wi' ae tift o' the norland wind, 

Hiey tinkled ane by ane. 

Four-and*tffreiity gode kniehts 

Rade by fair Aonet's dde. 
And four-and-twenty fair ladies. 

As gin she had bin a bride. ' 
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And whan ^he earn to fkMt Ink^ 

She sat on Marie's iteaa; 
Tbe deadmg that (mt Annct had on 
It skinkled in tb«r ean. 

And whan she cam into the kiifce. 
She skiromer^d like the sun ; 

The belt that was about her wvst 
Was a* wi' pearles bedone. 

She sat her by the inrt4)Hiwne bfide, 
And hir een they wcr sae d«r. 

Lord Thomas he clean fwigat ttie bridc^ 
When fiur Annet drew near. 

He had a rose into his hand. 

He gae it kisses three. 
And reaching by the nut-browrie bride, 

Laid it on faur Annet*«* knee. 

Up then spak the nut-browne brid^ 

She spak wi* meikle spite; 
And whair gat ye that rose-water 

That does raak yce sae white? 

O 1 did get the rose-water 
Whair ye wull neir get nane; 

For I did get that very rose^atcr 
Into my mithei's waroe. 

The bride she drew a long bodkin 
Frae out her gay head-gear, 

And strake fair Annet unto the heart, 
lliat word spak nevir mair. 

Lord Thomas saw fahr Annet wex pal^ 
And marvelit what mote bee ; 

Bot whan he saw her dear hearto* blode, 
A wood-wroth wcxed bee. 
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He drew hk dagger that was sue tiuup. 

That was sae sharp and meet. 
And drave it into the nut4)rovne bride^ 
That fell deid at his feit. 

Now stay for me, dear Annet, he.said^ 

Now stay, my dear, he cry*d; 
Then stroke the dagger untiU his heart. 

And fell deid by hir side. 

Lord Thomas was bury'd without kirk-wa*. 

Fair Annet within the quiere; 
And o' the tane thair grew a birk. 

The other a bonny briere. 

And ay they grew, and ay they threw. 

As thev wad faine be neare; 
And by this ye may ken right \yeily 

They wer twa luyers deare. 

This Ballad Is almost an unireisal fayourite, ant! ii to be met with in 
every part of the country, with Innumerable variations. It is one of those 
romantic old ditties, with which unsophistioatiNi youth will ever be found 
in unistm, and over which, even the mind that is selibh and hackneyed 
in the ways of men, will be glad, at times, to dose and e^joy the moment- 
ary dream of disinterested attachment. 



ADAM 0' GORDON. 

It fell about the Martinmas, 

Whan the wind blew shrill and cauld 
Said Adam o' Grordonrto his men, 

** We maun drow to a hauld. 

** And what a hauld sail we draw to, 

** My mirrie men and me? 
•* We will gae strait to Towie House 

** And see that fair ladle.** 

The lady on her castle wa' 
Beheld baith dale and donn, 

When she was 'ware of a host of meq^ 
Riding toward the toun. 
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* OseeyQ not, ny nirfy mM a\ 

^ O see ye not what I tee? 

* MethiolM I 8e« a host of meoy 

' I maryel wha th^ be.* 

She wein*d it had been her kively lord. 

As he came riding hame; 
It was the traitor Adam o' Gordon, 

Wha reck*d nae sin or shame. 

She had nae suner busked herself 

And putten on her gown. 
Than Adam o' Gordon and his men 

Were round about the toun. 

The lady ran to her touir heid 

Sae fast as she cold drie. 
To see if by her speiches fair 

She cold wi* him agree. 

But whan he saw the lady aafe» 
And the yates a' locked fast. 

He fell into a rage of wrauth. 
And his heart was all aghast. 

^ Cum doun to me ye lady gay, 
" Cum doun, cum doun to me : 

^ This nicht ye sail lye in ray arms, 
** The morrow my bride sail be.** 

' I winna cum doun ye fause Gordon, 
' I winna cum doun to thee ; 

* I winna forsake my ain deir lord, 

' Thouch he is fiar &ae me.' 

*' Give owr your house, ye lady fait^ 
" Give owr your house to me ; 

" Or I sail hrin yoursel' therein, 
" Bot and your babies thrie.'' 



n 
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' I innna give owr, ye fause Gordon, 

* To nae sic traitour as thee ; 

* And if be hrin me and my babes, 

' My lord sail mak ye diie. 

* But reach my pistol, Ohtud my man, 

^ And charge ye w«l my gun, 

* For, bot if I perce that bliudy butcher, 

* We a* sail be undone.*^ 

She stude upon the castle wa' 

And let twa bullets fUe; 
She mist thiit bluidy botcher's heart. 

And only raz'd his knie^ 

** Set fire to the hoUKe,'* cryM fiuise Gonlon, - 

A* wood wi' dule and ire ; 
** Fause lady ye sail rue this deid 

** As ye brin ia the fire*" 

Wae worth, wae worth ye Jodc my man, 

* I paid ye wed yonr fee; 

* Why pow ye oilt the ground-wa* stane ' 

* Lets in the rsak t6 nie? 

* And dn wae worth ye Jock my man' 

* I paid ye weil your hire; 

* Why pow ye out the groutid-wa' stane 

' To me lets in the fire ?' 

^ Ye paid niewdl my hire, lady, 

** Ye paid me wdl my fee : 
** But now I*m Adam o* Gordon's man ; 

** And maun or doe or die." 

O then bespak her little son 
Frae aff the nonrce's knie, 
' O mitlier deir, gi owr this house, 

* For the reik it smithers me !' 
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^ I wald pe a* my eowd, my diyM, 
'< Sae wald I a' my fee, 

^ For ae blast o' the wesdin wind, 
«" To blaw the reik firae tbae.'' 

O then besptk her doditir deir« 
She was baith jimp and sma% 

* O row me hi a pair o' Bheito, 
< And tow me owr tha waV 

They row'd her in a pot o' ^heiCi, 
And tow'd her owr fke wa*. 

But on the point o' Gordoa^s tpeir 
She gat a deidly &'• 

O hmaie haaaie was her aoaft. 

And chirry were h& cheiJu; 
And cleir clekr was her yellow hair, 
Wharon the rdd lihad dreip0 i 



Than wf fak ipcff he tura'd her owr— 

O gin her face vms waai 
Quoth he, " Ye are tha fifst that eir 

* I wish'd alive affAnJ* 

He turn*d her owft and owr agaia-* 

O gin her skin was white ! 
*< I micht ha tfpK^d that bonnie faee 

** To hae been sum man's delyte. 

** Busk and bpvn, my mhrry men a*, 

** For ill doom do I guess : 
" I caona luik on that bonnie fiioe» 

** As it lyes on the grass.^ 

' Wha luik to freits, my mtatet iar^ 

' Freits will ay follow ^am: 
* List it neir be said, Adam o' Gordon 

* Was daunted by a dame.* 
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Bnt vAma the lady saw the fire 

Cum flaming owr her heid. 
She weip'd^ and kkt her children twain; 

^ My bairns we been but deid." 

The Gordon than his bugil blew^ 
And said, * Awa, awa : 

* Sen Towie Honse is a' in a flame, 

^ I hauld it time to ga.' 

O than bespied her ain deir lord. 

As he cam owr the lee; 
He savr his castle in a blaze 

Sae far as he cold see. 

Then sair, O sair, his mind misgave, 

And a* his heart was wae; 
*' Put on, put on, my wichty men, 

** Sae fast as ye can gae. 

* Put on, put on» my wkhty men, 
** Sae fast as ye can drie. 

^ He that is hindmost o' the thrang 
^ Sail neir get gude o' me.** 

Than sum they rode, and sum they ran, 

Fu' fast outowr the bent. 
But eir the formost could win up 

Baith lady and babes wa» brent. 

He wrang his hands^ he rent his hair. 

And weipt in teinfu' mude: 
** Ah traitors, for thb cruel deid 

*" Ye sail weip tdrs o* bluid !" 



And after the Cordon he has gtti^ 
Sae fast as he micht drie: 

And sune in his foul hartis Uuid 
He has wrekin his deir ladle. 
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The ikirywpoa which this Bidkul it ftiunded, to«fel]ovr»-8lr Adsm 
Goidan of Auchindowne, brother to the Earl of Runtiy, w« an active 
I for Queen Mary, under the shadow of whose authority, Bkhop 
~ tayi, he ** committed divers omnBssiom, e^eciaUy upcm the 
In 1571, he sent ** one C]4>tam ker with a party on foot to 
■ununoD the castle of Towie (or Tavor as Spotswood calls it) in the 
queen^name. The owBer» Ate ra n dp r Fotbes, was notat home^ and his 
lady confiding too much in her sex, not only reftued to surrender, but 
gave Ker very Isijurious language; upon which, unreaaonably traiuport. 
ed with ftiry, he ordered his men to set fire to the castle, and barbanMisIy 
burnt the unfortunate aentlewoman, with her whole family Jimounting to 
thirty-seven persons. Kor was he ever so much as cashiered for this in- 
human artion, which made Gordon share both In the acaadal and the 
guiU.** 
The hand of a master It vidUe thr^ghout this whole perfbrmanob 
particular pastagei, JnimitaMy touching^ and tender. I 



and there are _ _ 

vAffiA adduce^ at examples of the most powei?ul pathos, the lady 'a expos, 
tulatioa with.her old servant setMng fire to the boute^ the epeecfe of the 
infimt, dtting on the nurse'k knee, ** O mither deir, gi ovr this bouses 
for the reikW nnithers me,** Ac. &c. but who teOs another the sun is slun* 
Inga when he iUumloatei earth and heavn with mniriian tplendouXi 
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WILLIAM'S GHOST. 

There came a ghost to Mai^g'ret't door. 
With inan^ a grievous groan. 

And ay he tirled at the pin. 
But answer made she none. 

Is that my father PhOlp? 

Or Wt my brother John? 
Or is't my true love Willie 

From Scotland now come home? 

Tis not thy (hther Fhilip, 

Nor yet thy brother John; 
But 'tis thy true love Willie, 

From Scotland new come home. 

O sweet Marg'ret ! O dear Maxg'ret ! 

I pray thee speak to me. 
Give me my fiutb. and troth, Maig'ret! 

As I gave it to thee. 

Thy faith and troth thou*s never get. 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 
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mi that thou come wftfifb my bower, 
And kiss my cheek and chin. 

If I should come within thy bowery 

I am no earthly man; 
And should I kiss thy rosy lips. 

Thy days would not be lang. 

O sweet Marg'ret ! O dear Mai^ret ! 

I pray thee speak to me; 
Give me my fiath and troth, Mai^ret ! 

As I gave it to thee. 

Thy fiuth and troth thou's never get. 

Nor yet will I thee lend. 
Till you take me to yon kurk-yard. 

And wed me with a ring. 

My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard. 

Afar beyond the sea ; 
And it is but my sp'rit, Maig'ret, 

That's now speaking to thee. 

She stretched out her lily-white hand. 

And for to do her best; 
Hae, there's your £uth and troth, Willie; 

God send your saul good rest 1 

Now she has kilted her robes of green 

A piece below her knee. 
And a' the live long winter night 

The dead corpse follow'd she. 

Is there any room at your head, Willie^ . 

Or any room at your feet, 
Or any room at your side, Willie, 

Wherein that I may creep ? 

There's no room at my head, Marg'ret, 

There's no room at my feet. 
There's no room at my side, MargVet, 

My coffin's mnde so meet 

IL M 
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TboQ up and <snm the nd oock» 

And up then crew the ffa^t 
*Tn time» 'tb dme» my dear Marg'ret, 

That you were gOMg away. 

No more the ghost to Maxsf ret laid. 

But, with a grievous groao» 
Evanish'd in a cloud of mist. 

And left her all alone. 

O stay, my only true love, 'Stay, 
The constant Margaret cryM; 

Wan grew her cheeks, she clos'd her een, 
Stretch'd her soft limbs, and dy'd. 
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ANB BALLAT OF EVILL WYFFIS 

Be mirry bretheren ane and all. 

And set all sturt on syd ; 
And every ane togidder call 

To God to be our gyd: 
For als lang leivH the mirry man 
As dots the wrech for oeht be can', 
Quhen deid him strdos lie wait Bodit quhffi. 

And diairgis him to byd« 

The riche then sail nocht sparit be, 

Thoch tha^ haif gold and tand; 
Nor yit the feir for thair bewty; 

Can nocht that chairge ganestand: 
Thoch wicht or waik wald fle away. 
No dowt hot all mon ranaooe pay, 
Quhat place, or c^ihair, can no man saiy» 

Be sie, or yit be land. 

Quhairfohr my counsaill, brctyr is^ 

That we togiddir sing, 
And all to loif that Lord of bliss, 

That is of hevinis king. 



Quha knawis the tecndt thoehli and dowt 
Of all our hairtes round about; 
And he wba thinks him nem to fltoiit 
Mone thoOl thait puoinaig. 

Quhat man hut stryf, in all his lyfe» 

Dois tMt moir or ddid's pan^ 
Nor dois the mai^ quhilk on the sie 

His leving seiks to ^ane? 
For qufaen dutveM dots ham oppressy 
Than to the Lord for his redress, 
Quha gaif oommand for aH express 
To call and nocht refrain. 

The mfgm»tmm thai khm on 1^ 

He sailis on the sie j 
For he knawis no^dir sitirt tm^flbiyie, 

Bot bl vth and mirry be. 
Bot he that bes an evill vnjia 
Hes stmt and soivow all ms iyfo : 
And that man ^psAiiflc levis ay in stiifo 

How can he mmy be? 

Ane erUl wyfe Is the werst auefat 

That ony man can haif ; 
For he may nevir lit in faachty 

Onless he be hir sklaif. 
Bot of that sort I knaw nane ader 
Bot owthir a kukald, or his brader, 
Fondlars and kidcalds all togidder 

May wiss thair wy€s in graif. 

Becaus thair wyfis hes maistery 

That thay dar nawayis cheip, 
Bot gif it be in privity, 

Quhan thair wyfis ar on sidp. 
Ane mirry in thair emnpame 
Were to thame worth baitfi gold and >fie; 
Ane menstraN -ceirid nodht 4)0€bt be, 

Thair mirth gif he conld bek. 
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Bot of that fort quhilk I nport 

I knaw nane in this ring; 
Bot we iMty all baith grit aod mail, 

Gliudly baith dance' and ting. 
Quha list nocht heir to mak gude cheir. 
Perchance his gades ane othir j&t 
Be spent, c^uhen he is brocfat to beir, 

Q^ihen hu Wyfe taks the ffing. 

It has bene sene that wyse wemeiift 

Eftir thair husband's ddd» 
Hes gotten men hes gart them ken 

Gif thay micht beir grit laid* 
With ane grene sdng hes nrt them bring 
The gdr ^ihilk won wes be ane dring; 
And tyne gart all the bainus ring 

ftamuklodi in thair bed. 

Than wad scho say, Alaoe I this di^ 
For him that wan tins geir: 

Qqhen I him had I tkamy wad. 
My hairt anis mak gud cheir. 

Or I had lettia him spend a plak^ 

I lever huf wittin him brokin his-bak ; 

Or ellis his craig had eottin a crak 
Our the hdcht of t£e stair. 

Ye neigartis then rumple tak. 
And leir to mnd your awln : « • 

And with gud neynds ay miny mak» 
That it may be weil knawin 

Iliat thou art he quha wan' this geir; 

And for thy wyfe se thou not spur 

With gud nvynds ay to mak repair, 
Thy honesty may be shawin. 

Finis, quoth I, quha settis nocht by 

The ill wyfis of thb toun ; 
Thoch for despyt wilii me wald flyte 

Gif thay micfat put roe down. 
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Gif ye wald know ^ha meSA ttus 8M&' 
Quhidder ye will hun beid or haogv 
Flemyng'fl his name cpihair evir be guig» 
In place, or in quhat touo. 

This, and the following B«Ilad, wem to be of one ace, and veiy m«ch 
of one sfrfrit ; but whether they axe ttietwoduction of the lame writer, or 
not, I have been unable to disoover. Toe writer, by eogroMing his name 
in his •* Ballat,'* bu taken care that it shall be as lasting as hts work, but 
there is nothing known conoemlng him, further, Chan oat he lived some 
time in the Uitn century. It may not be imjprqper to notic«^ for the sake 
of any hickless individual Who may have caught a TaxiaXt or tet magant, 
no uncommon thing in the lottery of matti«amiy, that Jkbe pnea sting, or 
goad, spoken of io the Ballad, is, in ^e hand of the husban<U according 
to the law of Scotland, a perfectly legd iDstniiaent of eorrecttoo, provided 
it be not thicker than hk thiimh. 



BALLAT OP GUDE FALLQWJS. 

I MA K it kend be that will spend. 

And luye God lait and air, 
God will bim mend, and grace bim send, 

Quhen catyvis sail hatf cair. 
Thiurfbir pretend'weill for to spend 

Of geir, and no<ibt till spair : 
I knawthe end that all mon wend 

Away nakit and Imir. 
With an 0, and an I, 

Ane wrech sail baif na mair, 
Bot ane schort scheit at beid and feit. 

For all bis wrek and widr. 

For all the wrak a wrech can pak. 

And in his baggis inibrace, 
Yet deid sail tak bim be the bak. 

And gar him cry, AUace ! 
Than sail be swak away with lak 

And wat nocht to quhat place; 
Than will thay mak at bim a knak 

That maist of bis gud bais. 

3 
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H^th an O, and an I, 

Quhyle we have tjrme and space, 
Mak we god cheir quhyle we are heiry 

And thank God of his grace. 

Were thair ane king to rax and ring 

Amang gude fallowis cround, 
Wrechis wald ring, and mak murnjng. 

For dule diay said be dround. 
Quha finds ane dring, owder auld or ying. 

Gar hoy him out and hound : 
Now lat us sing with Chrysds blissing. 

Be glaid, and mak gude sound. 
With an O, and an I, 

Now or we furder found { 
Drink thow to me, and I to the 

And let the cop go round. 

Quha undirstude suld half his gude 

Or he were clos'd in clay. 
Sum in thair mude they wald go wud^. 

And de lang or thair day. 
Nocht worthe ane hude, or an auld snude, 

Thou sail heir hyne away, 
Wrech, be the rude, for, to conclude, 

Full few will for the pray. 
With an O, and an I, 

Gude fallowis, quhill we may. 
Be mirr3r and fre, syne blyth we be^ 

And sing on tway and tway. 



^%%%%%%»»» 



CHILD MAURICE. 

^HiLD Matoice was an erle's son. 
His name it waxed wide; 

It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor yit his meikle pride, 

But it was for his mother gay 
Wha liv'd on Carron side. 
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* Whar sall'I get a bonny boy, 

* That will win hose and shoen, 

* That will gae to lord Barnard's ha', 

* And bid his lady come? 

* And ye mann rin ane errand Willie, 

* And ye maun rin wi' speid; 

' When ither boys gang on their feet 
' Ye sail ha prancing steid.' 



*' Oh no ! oh no ! my master deir ! 

^ I dar na for my fife ; 
^ ni no gae to the bauld baron's, 

** For to triest fiirth his wife." ' 

* My Wrd Wijlie, my boy Willie, '^ 

' My deir Willie,' he said, 

* How can ye strive against the strom ? ' 

' For I saU be obey'd.' 

^ But O my master ddr !'* he cry'd, 
** In grenewode ye're your lane ; 

** Gi owr dc thochts I wald ye red, 
** For feir ye sold be tane." 

* Haste, haste, I say, gae to the ha, ' 

* Bid her come here wi* speid; 

* If ye refuse my hie command, 

! I'll gar your body bleid. 

* Gae bid her tak this gay mantel, 

* 'Tis a gowd but the hon : 

* Bid her come to the gude grenewode^ 

' Bin by hersel alane : 

* And there it is, a diken sarke, 

' Her ain hand sew'd the sleeve; 

* And bid her come to Child Maurice; 

' Speir nae bauld baron's Uxve* 
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'^ Y» I wHl ^e jNMV jhbck fMraad^ 
** Thouch k.beto jraur cost; 

^ Sen ye will nue be mvn*dj^jntp 
^ In it ye sail fiml fircKit. 

** The barMi fae*B a »an q* michj^ 
** He netr cold bide to .taunt : 

" And ye •will «Be beCone its nicbt, 
** Sma cause ye ha ia vaunt. 

* And sen i maun gnHv efrandxift 
*' Sae sair against my will, 

^ Fse mak a row juid kdp it irow^ 
"ItsallbedcmeXoriU?' 

When he cam to the bcoken bi%^ 
He bent his bow and awani; 

Aiid whan he-oaia to grass jgrowing^ 
Set down his feet and xaau 

And whan Ke-cam to Barnard's yeat 
Wold neither chap uor ca» 

But set his beot bow ito his breisty 
And lichtly lap the wa'. 

He wald np fell the aaan his errand 
Thoch he slndeat the yeat^; 

But streight into the ha* he caniy 
Whar they were set at meat. 

' Hail ! hail f my gentle siiie and dame ! 

* My message winqa wait* 

* Dame ye maun to the greneiarode gae^ 

' Afore that it be late. 

* YeVe bidden .tak tins gigr mtntdy 

' *Tis a' ftowd hot -the hem : 

* Ye maun haste to the^gude gcea^ad^ 

* £in by your«tll-|daBe« 
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* And there it is, a nlken mAi, 

* Your ain hand sew'd the slehre; 

* Ye maun gae ipeik to Child Maurice; 

' Speir na bauld baron's Ime.' 

She lady stamaed «i* iicr foof^ 

And winked wi' her «ei 
But a' that ibe ooald say or do» 

F<^dden he wal4 nae be. 

^ It's surely to my bower-wonian» 

* It ndr cold be to zne." 

* I brocht it to lord Banoard's lady> 

' I trow that ye be she.* 

Then up and spak the wylie nuiise, 

(The foaim upon her knie\ 
** If it be come from Child Maurice 

* It* 8 deif welcum to me." , 

* Ye lie» ye lie, ye filthy nurse, 

' Sae loud aa 1 hdr ye Ke; 
' I brocht it to Lord BEnrnard^s lady 

* I trow ye be nae shee.' 

Hien up and spake the bauld baron 

An angiy nan was be: 
He has tane the table ;wi' his foot, 

Sae has he wi' his luaie^ 
Till crystal cup.aod eaar disfat. . 

In flinders be gard file. 

** Gae bring a robe of your diding, 

" Wi* a' the haste ye can, 
** And ni gae to the gude grenewode, 

*• And speik wi' your lemman." 

* O Inde at hame now Lord BnrtumI ! 

* I ward ye bide at hame; 

* Neir wyte a maa for violenoe, / 
/ Wha neir wyte ye wi' naoe.' 
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Child Maurice Mil InliM g^eaevode* 
Ha whistM wmd ke wmg; 

« O whin Mini a' the Mk cauv? 
« Mj motbwiMriM kiog.'' 



The baron ta tha greaewode can* 

Wi' meikle dole and oare ; 
And there he firtt 9pfd Oifld Maurice, 

Kammg his yellow iudr* 

' Nae wonder, nae wonder. Child 
' My lady loei thee wol : 

* The fidrest fiart of my body 

* Ift bladder than thy facol. 

' Yet ndr the less ^ooav Child Maurioe» 

* For a' thy ^raat i)ewlie» 

* Ye'se rew the day ye eir was born; 

* That head sail gae wi* me.* 

Now he has drawn lot ^rm^ btand^ 

And slaidad owr the straa; 
And throuch Child ^laiaricaliiir badgr 

He gar*d the cauld iron gae. 

And he has tane Child ifmriee lieid; 

And set it an a s|pc3rt 
The meinest man in af Ms tmm 

Has gotten thai heid lo 



And he has taae Child Maurice i^ 

Laid him across his sieid; 
And brocht him to his painted Jbower, 

And laid him on a bed. 

The lady an the casde wa* 
Beheld baith dale and dawn ; 

And there she sawCMd Mamnce^heid 
Cum trailing to the 
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* Better I loe th»t Uuidy had, 
" Bot and that yellow lia»» 

^ Than Lord Btf aard and a' hk landt 
* As tfa^ lig here aad tberE/' 

And she has ta«e Child Maurice 
And kissed baith cheik and chin; 

* I was anes fow of Child Manrice^ 
^ As die hip is o' the 



*' I gat ye in ray lather's house 
** Wr raeikle sin and shaaw; 

** I brocht ye up in the gnenewode 
** Ken'd to mysell alane: 

** Aft have 1 1^ th^ eraddle sifete% 
^ And fondly sem diee sleip; 

** But now I maun gae 'bout thy grnie 
** A mother's teirs to weip." 



Again she kiss'd his bhtidy chdk» 

Again his bluidy chin; 
** O better I leed my sou Maurice^ 

*" Than a' my kytii and hia i" 



' Awa, awa, 3fe SI woman, 

' An ill dethe may ye dial 
* Gin I had ken'd he. was your iob 

*• He had neir been slayae hy me.' 

** Obraid me not, mv Lord Bamavd I . 

^ Obraid me not for shame ! 
** Wl' that sam speir, O perce my hearti 

** And save me firae my pain ! 

^ Since nothing but Child Mauriee head 
* Thv jealous rage cold quell, 

^ Let that same hand now tak her lyfe, 
** That neir to thee did ill. 
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** To me nae after days nor niditf 

* \^ dr be sflft or kind: 

« ini fiU die air wi' hes^ aiclis, 
*" And grelt tiU I be ^AP 

* Eneuch of bhiid by mc^s been spilt^ 

' Seek not your dethe frae me; 

* Vd rather far it had been raywU, 

* Than either him or thee. 

* WP hopeless wae I hear your jfismt, 

* Sair^ sair I rue the deid, — 

' That eir this cursed hand of mine 

* Sold gar his body bleid ! 

* Dry up your tdrs, my winsome (fame, 

' Th^ neir can heal the wound; 
' Ye see his heid upon the spar, 

* His heart's bluid on the ground. 

* I curse the hand that ^ the deid, 

* The heart that thodit the ill, 

* The feet that bare rae wi' sic spdd, 

* The comelie youth to kilL 

* ril aye lament for Qifld Maurice 

* As ^n he war'my ain ; 

* ril neir forget die drdty day 

* On which the youth was slidn/ 



Tills Bdlad, IncompMible for pathos, is undoabtedly Seottish, and one 
of the oldest in print It is here ^ven from 90* of the oidest oofiies, 
and has been carefUUy collated with more than a dozen difibrent editioDs. 
8e?erd yerses ta be found in modem edili<ni8, describinff the QiUd at 
having hair **lliEe threads of gold drawn firom the loam «r MSnena,** « 
** snawy brow, cheeks like roses,** and a breath remarkable for perftimc, 
I have omitted as evident intopolations nowise harmonising with the 

Jteneral tone ai|d spirit of the Ballad. I majr add that it has taMM jgineral. 
J supposed that tifis BaUad furnished Home with the plot roc hit Trsgedj 
of Douglas. 
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OILDEROY. 

<jiLDSBOT W9B « boBiiy^y, 

Had rosei till his shoon; 
Ifis stockings were of nlkea soj, 

WP garters hanging doun. 
It wafl^ I ween, a comdie sight 

To see sae trim a boy: 
He was my joy, and heart's delight. 

My handsome Oilderoy. 

O ne twa oharmipg een he had! 

Breath sweet as ony rose : 
He never ware a hig^uand plaid. 

But costly ulken clothes. 
He adn*d the luve of ladies gay» 

Nane eer to him was coy : 
Ah wae is me, I mourn the day 

For my dear Gilderoy. 

Tdy Gilderoy and I were bom 

Baith in ae toun together; 
We scant were seven years befom 

We gan to love ilk ither: 
Our dMies and our mamies thay 

Were filTd wT micUe joy. 
To think upon the bridal day 

Of me and Gilderoy. 

For GOderpv, that luve of mine 

Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedcBi^ saik of Holland fine 

Wi' dainty ruffles wrought; 
Aad he giea me a wedding ring 

Which I reoeiy'd wi* joy: 
Nae lad nor kusie eer could sing 

Like me and Gilderoj^ 

n, N 19 
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VTi* ndckle joy we spent our prime 

Till we were boith dxteen. 
And aft we past the langsome time 

Amang the leaves sae green : 
Aft on tiie banks weM at us thanr. 

And sweetly kiss and toy; 
While te wi' garlands deckM my hair» 

My handsome Gilderoy. 

Oh that he still had been content 

Wi' me to lead his life ! 
But, ah, his maunfii' heart was bent 

To stir in feats of strife. 
And he in many a venturous deed 

His courage bauld wad try ; 
And now this gars my heart to Ueed 

For my dear Giidaroy. 

And when of me his leave he tuik> 

The tears they wat mine ee: 
I gied him sic a parting luik I 

* My benison gang wi' thee ! 

* God speid thee weii my ain dear hearty 

* For gane is all my joy; 

* My heart is rent, sith we mami pttrt» 

* My handsome. GHderoy/ 

My Gilderoy,. buth far and near 

Was feai^d in every toun; 
And bauldly bare awa ihe geir. 

Of mony a lawland loun. 
For man to man durst meet him nane^ 

He was sae brave a boy; 
At length wi* numbers he was tane. 

My winsome Gilderoy. 

Wae worth the louns that made the law^. 

To hang a man for gear; 
To reave of life for uc a cause 

As stealing bofse-or mare i 
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Had Dot (heir laws been made sae f Ukk 

I De*er had lost my joy; 
Wi' sorrow ne'er had wat my ctiedk 

For my dear GUderoy. 

Gif Gilderov had done amissy 

He mought hae banisht been |— ^ 
Ah what sak cruelty b this^ 

To hang nc handsome men ! 
To hang me flower o' Scottish land, 

Sae sweet and &ir a boy >— 
Nae lady had sae white a hand 

As thee^ my GiUesoy. 

Of Gilderoy sae feai'd they wer^ 

Wi' irons his limbs they strong; 
To Edinborow led him thfur. 

And on a ^lows hang. 
Thev hung him high aboon the rest, 

He was sae bauld a boy; 
Thair dyed the youth wham I lued best. 

My handsome Gilderoy. 

Sune as he yielded up his breath 

I bare hb corse away, 
Wi' tears, that trickled for his death, 

I wash'd his comelie day ; 
And siker in a grave right deep 

I laid the dear loed boy: 
And now for ever I maun weq). 

My winsome Gilderoy. 



The author of ^ib Ballad wu Sir AlexoncUgr Halket, thetul^ectfhers. 
of a notorioui fipeAooter in the upper dittrict of Perthshire^ where he 
committed great outrages upon the infa9d>itant8. SnaMiDe relates that 
•even of his followers were taken by the Stuarts or AthoL brouglit to 
Edinburgh and baqged. In recompense of this ii^Jury, Gilderoy burn 
their houiwa, for whKh, he and five other lymars were takea and iiai|ii 
likewise. See SpakUng^sHiHtty, vol. i< page 4»-^ 
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THE NOT-BROWNE MAYD. 

Bb it ry^ty or wroi^ these mm amoqg 

On women do complajnae; 
Affj/imyngR this, how that it b 

A hibour spent in vayne» 
To love them wele ; for never a dele 

They love a man agayne: 
For let a man do what he ean, 

Xlim fiivoor to attayne» 
Y^yf a newe do thcBi pem^ 

Tbeyr first tcae lover than 
Labooreth for noua^t; for firon her thoo^ 

He is a banyshed man. 

I say oat, nay, but that all diay 

It 18 bothe writ and sayd 
Hiat woman's faith h, as who saytb. 

All utterlv decayed; 
But* nevertneles8e» lyg^t good wytnesaa 

In this case migfit be layd» ^ 
That they love true, and condnoe : 

Reoorde the not^rowne mayde: 
Which, when her love cam^ ner to prov^ 

To her to make his rnone, 
Wolde nat depturt; for in her hart 

^e loved but hym alone. 

Then betwune us let us dyscus 

What was all the maneie 
Betwajrne them two; we wyl> abo 

Tell all the payne, and fer^ 
That she was in. Nowe I begyn. 

So that ye me answere; 
Wherfore, all ye, that present be 

I pray you, gyve an ere. 
. ^ .** I am the knyght; I come by nygbt^ 

As secret as i can; 
Sayinge, Alas I thus standeth the eas^ 

1 am a banyshed man.** 
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^. And I your wyll for to fulfyU 

In this wyll nat refuse; 
Trustyng to shewe, in wordes fewes» 

That men have an yll use 
(To theyr own shame) women to blarney 

And causelesse them accuse: 
Therfore to you I answere nowe^ 

All women to excuse,-*- 
Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere? 

I pray you, tell anone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

I love but you alone. 

He. It standeth so ; a dede is do 

Whereof grete hanne shall growe ; 
My destiny is for to dy 

A shamefull deth, I trowe ; 
Or elles to fie: the one must be; 

None other way I knowe. 
But \o withdrawe as an outUtwe^ 

And take me to my bowe. 
Wherfore, adue, my owne hart true ! 

None other rede I can ; 
For I must to the grene wode g0i 

Alone, a banyshed man. 

She. O Lord, what is tl^is worldys tdyMe^ 

That changeth as the mone ! 
My somers day in lusty May 

Is derked before the none. 
1 here you say, farewell ; nay, nay. 

We dqiart nat so sone: 
Why sav ye so? wheder wyll ye go? 

Alas f what have ye done? 
All my welfare to sorrowe and care 

Sholde chaunge, yf ye were gone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

I lov« but you alone. 

9^ 
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Bit. I cao bdev€^ it flball yoa grev^ 

And somewhat you dystrayiie; 
But aftyrwarde, your paynes harde 

Within a daV or twayne 
Shall sone asbtte; and ye shall take 

Con^fort to yon agme. 
Wh^ sboldeyeoiight^ for, to Biake tbomht. 

Your labour were m vayne. 
And thus I do; and pray yod to» 

Ashartely» as I can; 
For I must to the grene wode go^ 

Alone* a banyshed man. 

Ske. Now, syth that ye have shewed to vm 

The secret of your mynde, 
I shall be playne to you agayne^ 

Lyke as ye shall me fyirae t 
Syth it is so, that ye wyH go, 

I wolle not leve behynde; 
Shall never be sayd, the not4»rowne mayil 

Was to her love uDkinde : 
Make vou redy, for so am I, 

Alltnough it were anone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

I love but you alone. 

Me. Yet I you rede to take good hede 

What men wyll thynke, and say : 
Ofyonge, and olde it shidl be told^ 

That ye be gone away; 
Your wanton wyll for to fulfyU 

In grene wode yon to play; 
And uiat ye myght fi^m your delyght 

No lenger make delay : 
Rather than ye sbolde thus for me 

Be called an yll woman. 
Yet wolde I to the grene wode go^ 
- AloA^ a banyshed man. 
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She. Thouch it be songe of old and yonge. 

That I flfaolde be to blame, 
Theyn be the chai]^ey that speke so lai^ 

In huitvDge of my names 
For I wyll prove, that faythfulle love 

It is devo/d of shame ; 
In your dystresse, and hevynesse. 

To part with you, the same; 
And sure all tho' that do not so. 

True lovers are thev none : 
For, in my mynde, or all mankynde 

I love but you aJone. 

He, I counceyle you, remember howe 

It is no maydens lawe, 
Nothynge to dout, but to renne out 

To wode with an outlawe : - 
For ye must there in your hand here 

A bowe, redy to drawe; 
And, as a thefe, thus must you lyve, 

Bver in drede and awe; 
Wherbv to you grete hanne myght growe; 

Yet had I lever than, 
That I had to the grene wode go. 

Alone, a banyshed man. 

She. I thinke nat, nay, but as ye say. 

It is no maydens lore : 
But love may make me for your sake. 

As I have sayd before 
To come on fote, to hunt, and shote. 

To gete us mete in store; 
For so that I your company 

May have, I aske no more : 
From which to part, it maketh my hart 

As colde as ony stone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

1 love but you alone. 
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He. For an outhwe thb b the lawe. 

That men hym take and bynde; 
Without pyte, hanged to be. 

And waver with the wynde. 
If I had nede, (as God forbede !) 

What rescoiw coude ye fynder 
Forsoth, I trowe, ye and your bowe 

For fere wolde drawe behyude: 
And no raervayle: for lytell avayle 

Were in your counceyle than : 
Wherfore I wyll to the grene wode go. 

Alone, a banyshed man. 

She, Ryght wele knowe ye, that womea be 

But feble for to fy^ht; 
No womanhede it is mdede 

To be bolde as a knyght: 
Yet, in such fere yf that ye were 

With enemyes day or nyght, 
I wolde withstande, with bowe in hande, 

To greve them as I myght. 
And you to save; as women have 

From deth ' men' many one : 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

I love but, you alone. 

He. Yet take good hede; Jbr ever I drede 

That ye coude nat sustayne 
The thomie wayes, the dqpe valeies. 

The snowe, the frost, the rayne. 
The colde, the hete : for dry, or wete. 

We must lodge on the playne; 
And, us above, none other rofe 

But a brake bush, or twayne : 
Which sone sholde greve you, I beleve ^ 

And ve wolde gladly than 
That I had to the grene wode go, 

Alone, a banyshed man* 
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She, Svth I have here bene partynere 

Witn you of joy and blysse, 
I must auo parte of your wo 

Endure, as reson u : 
Yet am I sure of one plesure ; 

Andy shortely, it is this : 
That, where ye be, me semeth, parde, 

I coude nat fare amysse. 
Without more speche, I you beteche 

That we were sone agone; 
For, in my mynde, of ^ mankynde 

I love but you alone. 

He, If ye go thyder, ye must consyder^ 

When ye have lust to dyne, 
There shall no mete be for you gete, 

Nor dripke, here, ale, ne wyne. 
Ne shetes dene, to lye betwene, 

Maden of thrisde and twyne ; 
None other house, "but leves and bowes^ 

To cover your hed and myne. 
O myne harte swete, this evvll dyete 

Sholde make you pale and wan; 
Wherfore I Wyll to tne grene wode go;, 

Alone, a banyshed man. 

She. Amonge the wylde dere, such ane archere^ 

As men sav that ye be, 
Ne may nat rayle of good vitayle, 

Where is so grete plente : 
And water dere of the ryvere 

Shall be full swete to me; 
With which in hele I shall ryght wele 

Endure, as ye shall see : 
And, or we go, a bedde or two 

I can provyde anone ; 
For, in my mynde, of dl mankynde 

I love but you done. 
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He» Lo yet, before^ ye must do more^ 

Yf ye wyll go witii me : 
As cut your here up bv your ere. 

Your kyrtel by tne kne; 
With bowe in bande for to withstande 

Your enemyes, yf nede be: 
And this same nvght before day4yght9 

To wode-warae wyU I fle. 
Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill. 

Do it shoitely as ye can; 
Els wyll I to the erene wode go^ 

Alone» a banysned man. 

She. I diall as nowe do more for you 

Than longeth to womanhede; 
To shorte m^ here, a bowe to here. 

To shote m tyme of nede. 
O my swete mother, before all other 

For you I haye most drede : 
But nowe, adue ! I must ensue^ 

Where fortunne doth me lede. 
All this make ye: now let us fle; 

The day cometh fast upon ; ^ 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

I love but you idone. 

Be» Nay, nay, nat so; ye shall nat go. 

And I shall tell ye why,— 
Your appetyght is to be lyght 

Of loye, I wde espy; 
For, lyke as ye haye sayed to me, 

In lyke vryse hardely 
Ye wolde answere whosoeyer it were^ 

In way of company. 
It is sayd of olde, sone bote, sone colde; 

And so is a woman. 
Wherfore I to the wode wyll go. 

Alone, a banyshed man. 
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She. Yf ye take hede, it is no nede 

Sach vfordes to say b? me ; 
For oft ye prayed, and longe assayed. 

Or I you loved, parde : 
And though that I of auncestry 

A baron's daughter be, ' 
Yet have you proved howe I you loved 

A squyer of lowe degre; 
And ever shall, whatso bedyi ; 

•To dy therfore anone; 
For, in roy roynde, of aU mankynde, 

I love but you done. 

He. A baron's chylde to be begylde ! 

It were a cursed dede; 
To be felaWe with an outlawe! 

Almighty God forbede ! 
Yet better were, the pore squyere 

Alone to forest yede. 
Than ye sholde say another day. 

That, by my cursed dede. 
Ye were bietray'd : wherfore, good mayd. 

The best rede that I can, 
Is, that I to the'grene wode go, 

Alone, a bany&ed man. 

She. Whatever befall, I never shall 
' Of this thyng you upbrayd; 
But yf ye go, and leve me so, 

Than have ye me betray'd. 
Remember you wele, howe that ye dele; 

For, yf ye, as ye sayd. 
Be to unkynde, to leve behynde. 

Your love, the noUbrowne mayd. 
Trust me truly, that I shall dy 

Sone after ye be gone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde 

I love but you alone. 
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Re^ Yf tbttt ye went, ye sholde repent f. 

For in the forest nowe 
I have purvayed me of a mayd. 

Whom I love more than you; 
Another iayrere^ than ever ye were^ 

I dare it wele avowe; 
And of yon bothe eche sholde be wrothe 

^th other, as I trowe : 
It were myne ese, to lyre in pese; 

So wyll I, yf I can ; 
Wherfore I to the wode wyll go» 

Alone, a banyshed man. 

She. Though in the wode I undyrstode 

Ye had a paramour. 
All this may nought remoye my thobght. 

But that I wyll be your: 
And she shall fynde me soft, and kynd^ 

And courteys every hour; 
Glad to fulfylf aU that she wyll 

Commaunde me to my power: 
For had ye, lo, an huncired mo^ 

* Of hem I wolde be one;' 
For, in my mynde^ of all mankynde 

I love but you alone. 

He, Myne owne dere love, I se the pnifye 

That ve be kynde, and true; 
Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfis. 

The best that ever I knewe. 
Be meiy and glad, be no more sad. 

The case is chaunged nowe; 
For it were ruthe, that, for your trutbe^ 

Ye sholde have cause to rewe : 
Be nat dismayed; whatsoever I sayd 

To you, whan I began; ' 
I wyll nat to the grene wode go, 

I am no banyshed man. 
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iSS^. These tydingB be more gladdtaroe^ 

Then to be omde a quene, 
Yfl were sure they sholde endure: 

But it is often sene. 
Whan men wyll breke promyse, they speke 

The wordes on the ^lene. 
Ye shape some wyle me to b^Ie, 

And stel^ from me, I wene : 
Than, were the case worse than it was. 

And I more wo-begone: 
Por, in my roynde, of all mankynde 

I love but you alone. 

He, Ye shall nat nede further to drede; 

I wyll nat dysparage 
You, (God d^ndl) sytjb ye descend 

Of so grete a Ivnage. / 

Nowe undyrstande ; to Westmarlande^ 

Which is myne herytage, 
I wyU you brynge ; and with a rynge^ 

oy way of maryage 
I wtU vou take, anil lady make!, 

As shortely as I can : 
Thus have^you won an erlys son^ 

And not a banyshed man." 

Author, ** Here may ye se, that women be 

In love, meke, kynde, and stable : 
i^ate never man reprove them than, 

Or call them variable; 
But rather, pray (jod, that we may 

To them be comfortable; 
Which sometyme proveth such, as he loveth, 

Yf they oe chaivtable. 
For syth men wolde that women sholde 

Be meke to them each one; 
Moche more ought they to God obey, 

And serve but hym tuone. 

n, 
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/ 



lliii fine ol<f Ballad to the original of Frior*a Henry and Emma, and on 
that aoeount. though iti merit wm of a much more questionable kind, in- 
titMd to paracular notice. Its author has not even been guessed at, and 
its date to conjectural. It was revived in ** The Muses' Mercury," for 
Jime^ 1707, and, by tlie united judgment of the learned Wa&ley, and the 
pnet Prior, was oonduded to be then above three hundred yean old. 
Later, and perhaps more discerning antiquarians,- have supposed Its en to 
be about the end of the 14tb or beg^aning of the 15th century. 



THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOi). 

Now ponder well, yoo parents deare. 

These wordes, which I shall write; 
A doleful story you shall heare. 

In time broiuht forth to light : 
A gentleman of good account 

In Norfolke dwelt of late, 
Who did in honour far surmount 

Most men of his estate. 

Sore sicke he was, and like to dye. 

No helpe his life could save; 
His wife by him as sicke did lye, ' 

And both possest one grave. 
No love between these two was lost 

Each was to other kinde, 
In love they liv'd, in love diey dyed« 

And left two babes behinde; 

-The one a fine and pretty boy» 

Not passing three yeares ofde ; 
The otner a girl more young thiui he^ 

And fram'd in beautyes molde. 
The father left his little son 

As plainly doth appeare, ' 
When he to perfect age should come. 

Three hundred poundes a yeare* 
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And to his little dau^ter Jane 

Hve hundred poundes in gold, 
To be paid downe on marriage-day. 

Which mi^ht not be controll'd: 
But if the children chanc'd to dye. 

Ere thev to age should come. 
Their unde should possesse their wealth ; 

For so- the wille did run. 

Now, brother, said the dying man. 

Look to my children deare; 
Be good unto my boy and g^l, » 

No friendes else have they here: 
To God and you I recommend 

My diildren deare this daye; 
Bat httle while be sure we lunre 

Wkhin this worid to staye. 



You must be &ther and mother both. 

And unde all in one; 
God knowes what will become of them, 

When I am dead and gone. 
With that bespake their mother deare, 

O brother kmde^ quoth shee. 
You are the man must bring our babes 

To wealth or miserie : 

And if you keep them carefully. 

Then God will you reward; 
But if you otherwise should deal, 

God will your deedes regard. 
With lippes as cold as any stone. 

They List thdr children small : 
Ood bless you bodi, my children deare; 

With that the teares did fiill. 

These speeches then thdr brother spake 

To this sicke couple there. 
The keeping of your little ones 

Sweet aster, do not feare; 
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God never prosper me nor mine. 

Nor aught else that I have. 
If I do wrong your children deare. 
When you are layd in grave. 

The parents bdng dead and gone. 

The diildren home he takes, 
And bringes them straite unto bis hcmie^ 

Where much of them he makes* 
He had not kept these^ pretty babes 

A twdvemonth and a dajye^ 
But, for their wealth, he did dense 

To make tliem both awaye. 

He bai|sain*d with two ruffians ftrong^ 

Whidi were of furious mood. 
That thejr should take these dukbcn youogr 

And wi^e them in a wood : 
He told hn wife an artful tale,. 

He would the children send 
To be brought up in fiiire Londoiv 

With one that was his friend. 

Away then went these pretty babes^ 

Rejo^Gtng at that diw^ 
Rejoyans with a merm minde. 

They snould on cock-horse ride. 
They prate and prattle pleasantly, 

Aj they rode on the waye. 
To those that should their butchers be^ 

And work their lives decaye. 

60 that the pretty speeche they had. 

Made Murder's heart relent; 
And they that undertooke the deed. 

Full sore did now repent. 
Yet one of them more hard of heart. 

Did vowe to do his charge, 
Because the wretch that hired him. 

Had paid him very large. 
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The other won't agree thereto. 

So here they fall to strife ; 
With one another they did fight, 

About the childrens' life : 
And he that was of mildest mood. 

Did slaye the other there, 
Within an unfire(}uented wood. 

While babes did quake for feare. 

He took the. children by the hand, 

Teares standing in their ^e, 
And bad them straitwaye follow him, 

And look they did not crye : 
And two long miles he ledd them on, 

While they for food complaine : 
Staye here, quoth he, Til bring you bread. 

When I come backe againe. 

These pretty babes, with hand in hand. 

Went wandering up and downe; 
But never more could see the man 

Approaching from the town : 
Tfaeur prettye uppes with black-berries. 

Were all besmeared and dyed. 
And when they sawe the darksome night. 

They sat them downe and cryed. 

Thus wandered these poor innocents, 

Tin deathe did end their grief. 
In one anothers armes they dyed. 

As wanting due relief: 
No burial this pretty pair 

Of any man receives, 
Till Robinnred-breast piously 

Did cover them witii leaves. 

» 

And now the heavy wrathe of God 

Upon their uncle fell ; 
Yea, fearfuU fiends did haunt his houscj 

His coAsdenpe felt an hell : 

3 
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His bafnes were fir^d, his goodes consam*dy 
His landes were barren made. 

His cattle dyed within the fields 
And nothing with ^im stayd. • 

And in a vojage to Portugal 

Two of his sonnes did aye; 
And to conclude, himselfe was brought 

To want and miserye : 
He pawn*d and mortgaged all his land 

£re seven yeares came about. 
And now at length thb wicked act 

Did by this meanes come out. 

The fellowe, that did take in hand 

These children for to kill. 
Was for a robbery judged to dye. 

Such was God s blessed will; 
Who did confess the very truth, 

As here hath been display*d : 
Their uncle having dyed in gaol. 

Where he for debt was layd. 

You that executors be made. 

And overseers eke 
Qf children that be fatherless. 

And infants mild and meek ; 
Take you example by this thing. 

And yi«ld to each his right. 
Lest God with such like miseiye 

Your wicked minds requite. 



This most paUietic BaHad has received ampte efaiddation, fttni ttepoi 
of Mr. Addisoo, in the 85Ch No. of the Spectator, to which, as the Sjpec- 
tator either is or should he ki every reader's posscwon, I shaQt 
nyselir with lefieMng. 
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LILLI BURLERO- 

Ho ! broder Teague^ dost hear de decree ? 

Lilli burlero, ballen a-fau 
Dat we shall have a new deputte, 

Lilli burleroa bullena-la. 

Ho! by shaint Tyburn, it is de Talbote, 

LilU burlero, buUen a-la. 
And he will cut de Englishmen's troate. 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 

Dough by my shoul de English do prat, 

LuU burlero, bullen a-la. 
J)e law's on dare side, and Cbreist knows what. 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 

But if dispence do come from de pope, 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 
We'll hang Magna Charta and dem in a rope. 

lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 

For de good Talbotc is made a lord, 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-Ia. 
And with brave lads is coming aboard; 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 

Who all in France have taken a sware, 

Lilli burlero, bullen-a-la. 
Dat dey will have no Protestant heir. 

Lilli burlero, bullen a*la. 

Arrah'! but why does he stay behind, 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 
Ho! by my shoul 'tis a Protestant wind. 

Liili burlero; bullen a-ia. 
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But see de Tyrconnd is nov come ashor^ 

Lilii burlero, bullen a4a. 
And we shall have commissions gillore. 

Lilli burlerp, bullen a-la. . 

And he dat will not go to de mass^ 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 
Shall be turn out, and look like an ass^ 

Lilli burleroj bullen a-la. 

Now, now de hereticks all go down 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-Ia. 
By Chreist and shaint Patrick de nadon's our own. 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 

Dare was an old prophesy found in a bog, 

Lilli burlero, bullen aJa. 
Ireland shall be rul'd by an ass and a dog. 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 

Ahd now dis prophesy is come to pass, 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 
For Talbote's de dog and James is de ass. 

Lilli burlero, bullen a-la. 



This Ballad has been generally attributed to Lord Wharton. It 

written and published upon Ricnaid Lord Talbot, newly created Lnd 
Tjrrconnel, being appointed to the lieutenancy of Ireland, in 1688^ on ac- 
count of his bdng a riolent Papist Slight and insignificant as it now 
seems, its eBbct was more powerful than the Philippics of Dfroosthmes, 
or the orations of Cicero, and contritmted in no small degree, to bri^ 
about the great revolution that happened the same year.  A focdin 
Ballad,** says Burnet, t was made at that time, treatinc the B^rists^ ani 
chiefly the Irish, in a very ridhmlous manner, wMdi bad a burden saU 
to be Irish words, Lero, icro, lilli burlero, &c. that made an fanprasBon 
on the [Icing's] army, that cannot be imagined by tboae that saw it act. 
The whole army, and at last the people, both in dty and country, were 
singing it perpetually. And perbi^ oevei had so d^t a thlQ^ i» mttt 
an efflect.''^ 
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THE PATIENT COUNTESS. 

Impatisncv chaungeth smoke to flame. 

But jelousie is hell; ^ 
Some wives by patience have reduced 

111 husbands to live well : 
As did the ladie of an earle. 

Of whom I now shall telL 

An earle * there was* had wedded, lov'd; 

Was lov'dy and lived long 
Full true to his fayre countetse; yel 

At last he did her wrong. 

Once hunted he untill the chace. 

Long fastii^ and the heat 
Did house him in a peakidi graunge 

Within a forest great. 

Where knowne and welcomed, as the place 

And persons might afforde, 
Browne bread, whig, bacon, curds, and milke 

Were set him on the horde. 

A cushion made of lists, a stoole 

Halfe backed with a hoope 
Were brbught him, and he sitteth down 

Besides a sorry coupe. 

The poore old couple wisht their bread 
Were wheat, their whig were perry. 

Their bacon beefe, their milke and curda 
Were creame, to make him merry. 

Meane while, in russet neatly clad, 

With linen white as swanne, 
Herselfe more white, save rosie where 

The ruddy colour ranne : 
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Whom naked nature, not the aydes 

Of arte made to excell. 
The good man's daughter sturres to see 

That all were feat and well; 
The earle did marke her, and admire 

Such beautie there to dweU. 

Yet fals he to tiieir homely fare, 

And held him at a feast: 
But as his hunger slaked, so 

An amcMTous heat increast. 

When thb repast was past, and thanks. 
And welcome too; ne sayd 

Unto his host and hostesses in 
The hearing of the mayd : 

Yee know, quoth he, that I am lord 
Of thiSy and many townes; 

I also know that you be poorer 
And I can spare yoa piownes. 

Soe will I, so yee will consenty 

That yonder lasse and I 
May barpaine for her love; at least. 

Doe give me leave to tiye. 
Who needs to know it ? nay who dares 

Into my doings pry ? 

First ihey misUke, yet at the length 

For lucre were misled; 
And then the gamesome earle did wowe 

The damsell for his bed. 

He took her in his armes^ as yet 

So covish to be kist. 
As mayds that know themselves bdov^d^ 

Ami yieldingly resist. 
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In few, hiB offm were so liu^ 

Sh^ lastly did consent ; 
With whom he lodeed all that night, 

And early home he went. 

He tooke occasion oftentimes 

In such a sort to hunt. 
Whom when his lady often mist. 

Contrary to his wont. 

And lastly was informed of 

His amorous haunt elsewhere ; 
It greev'd her not a little, though 

She seem'd it well to beare. 

And thus she reasons with hcrselfe. 

Some fault perhaps in me ; 
Somewhat is done, that so he doth : 

Alas ! what may it be ? 

How may I winne him to myself? 

He is a man, and men 
Have imperfections; it behooves 

Me pardon nature then. 

To checke him were to make him checke,* 

Although hee now were chaste : 
A man controuled of his wife. 

To her makes lesser baste • 

Ifdutydien, ordaHancemay 

Prevayle to alter him ; 
I will be dutifull, and make 

My selfe for daliauce trim. 

So was she, and so lovingly 
Did c^tertaine her lord, 

'* To €kedt it a tenn infalofmry, i^ipUed wtien a hawk stops and tuns 
■«way flrom his proper pursuit: to check also siginifies to reprove or chide. 
:It is in this Terse-usea in tjoth senses. 
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A» fairer, or more toHies none 
Could be for bed or bord. 

Yet still he loves his Idman, and 
Did still pursue that game, 

Suspecting nothing less* than that 

His lady knew the same : 
Wherefore to make him know she knew. 

She this devise did frame : 

When long she had been wrongi'd, and sought 

The foresayd meanes in vaine. 
She rideth to the simple graunge 

But with a slender traine. 

She lighteth, entreth greets them well. 
And then did looke about her: 

The guiltie houshold knowing her. 
Did wish themselves without her j 

Yet, for she looked merilv, 
The lesse they did misdoubt her. 

When she had seen the beauteous wench 

(Than blushing faimes fairer) 
Such beauty made the countesse hold 

Them both excusM the rather. 

Who would not bite at such a bwt? 

Thought she: and who (though loth) 
So poore a wench, but gold might tempt e 

Sweet errors lead them both* 

Scarse one in twenty that had bragg'd 

Of proffer'd gold denied. 
Or of such yeelding beautie baulkt. 

But, tenne to one, had lied. 

Thus thought she : and she thu« dedaffli 

Her cause of coming thether; 
My lord, oft hunting in these partes. 

Through travel, night or wether. 



BRITISH MINgTREL. 169^ 

Hath often lodged in your house; 

I tbanke you for the same; 
For whj ? it doth him jolly ease 

To he so neare his game, 

But, for you have not furniture 

Beseeming such a guest, 
I bring his owne, and come rayselfe 

To see his lodging drest. 

With that two sumpters were discharged. 

In which were hangings brave, 
Silke coverings, curtens, carpets, piate. 

And all such turn should have. 

When all was handsomly dispos'd. 

She prayes them to have care 
That nothmg hap in their default, 

That might his health impair : 

And, Damsell, quoth shee, for it seemes 

This houshold is but thre^ 
And for thy parents age, that tliis 

Shall chietely rest on thee; 

Do me that good, else would to God 

He hither come no more. 
So tooke she horse, and eer she went 

Bestowed gould good store* 

Full little thought the countie that 

His countesse had done so; 
Who now retum'd from far affsures 

Did to his sweet-heart go. 

No sooner sat he foote within 

The late deformed cote. 
But that the formall change of things 

His wondring eies did note. 

IL P 
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Bat when he knew diose goods to be 

His pro|)er goods; though late. 
Scarce taking leave, he home returnes 

The matter to debate. 

The countesse was a-bed, and he 

Widi her his lodging tooke; 
sir, welcome home (quoth shee;) this night 

For you I did not looke. 

Then did he quesdon her of such 

His stuffe bestowed soe. 
Forsooth, quoth she, because I did 

Your love and lodging knowe : 

Your loYe to be a proper wench. 

Your lodging nothinff lesse ; 
I held it for your health, the house 

More decently to dresse. 

Well wot I, notwithstanding her, 

Your lordship Weth me ; 
And greater hope to hold you such 

By quiet, then brawles, you see. 

Then for my duty, your delight. 

And to retdne your &vour. 
All done I did, and patiently 

Expect your wonted 'haviour. 

Her patience, witte and answer wrought 

His sentle teares to fall: 
When (kissing her a score of times) 

Amend, sweet wife, I shall : 
He said, and did it; * so each wife 

* Her husband may' recalL 

This Btfladif oiily in ectCMtftom •* Albioik^ EDgfaOd, or alilttoTieal 
imq> of ttie nme Island,** written by 'WUliam Warner, an attorney of the 
cominon plMs in the rei^ of Queen EUnbeth, and «rtiid>, though now 
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fonottCQ, was in the Fdet's own day nmked with the lUad jDd the JSiiied» 
and went through four large impressions in the author's Ufctime. Fopo. 
lar, however, as be must have been, of his history tiieie is nothing now 
known, ftirther than that he died sudden)^ in his bed, without any ; 
▼ioua trouble, at AmweU in Herts, March 9th, 14G6.9. 



FAIR ROSAMOND. 

When as king Henry rulde this land^ 
The second of that name, . 

Besides the queene,. he dearljr lorde 
A faire and comeljr dame* 

Most peerlesse was her beautye fbunde» 

Her fisiTOiiry and her feee; 
A sweeter creature in this worlde 

Could never prince embrace. 

Her crisped lockes like threads ofgolde 
Appeiff^d to each man's sight; 

Her sparkling eyes, Hke orient pearles^ 
Did cast a heavenlye lig^t. 

The blood within her crystal cheekes 

Did such a colour drive. 
As though the lillye and the rose 

For mastership did strive. 

Yea Rosamonde* fair Rosamond^ 

Her name was called so, 
To whom our queene, dame Ellinor, 

Was known a deadlye foe. 

The king therefor^ for her defence. 

Against the furious queene. 
At Woodstocke builded such a bower. 

The like was never seene. 
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Most curiously that bower was buih 
Of stone and timber strongt 

An hundered and fifbr doon 
Did to this bower bdong: 

And they so cunninglve contriv'd 
With turning round about, 

That none but with a due of thread« 
Could enter in or out. 

^ And for his lore and ladyes sake. 
That was so fwre and brighte. 
The keeping of this bower he gave 
Unto a Taliant knighte. 

s 

But fortune, that doth often frowne 
Where she before did smiley 

The kinges delighte and ladyes joy 
Full soon shee did beguile : 

For why, the kinges unmcious sooner 
Whom he did hy^ advance, 

Against his &ther raised warres 
Within the realme of France. 

But yet before our comelye kix^ 
The English land forsooke, 

Of Rosamond, his lady (aire. 
His (arewelle thus lie tooke : 

** Mv Rosainonde, my only Rose, 
That pleasest best mine eye: 

Hie fiurest flower in all the worlde 
To feed zny/antasye : 

The flower of mine affected heart. 
Whose sweetness doth excdle: 

My royal Rose, a thousand tines 
I bid thee nowe iarewelle ! 
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For I must leave my fairest flower. 

My sweetest Rose, a space, 
And cross the seas to famous France, 

Proud rebelles to abase. 

• 

But yet, my Rose, be sure thou shah 

M]^ coming shortlve see. 
And in my heart, when hence I am. 

He beare my Rose with mee." 

When Rosamond, that ladye bright^ 

Did heare the king saye soe. 
The sorrowe of her grieved heart 

Her outward lookes did showe; 

And from her deare and crystall eyes 

The teares gusht out apace. 
Which like the silver-pearled dewe 

Ranne downe her comely face. 

Her lippes, erst like the corall redder 

Diet waxe both wan and pale. 
And for the sorrow she conceivde 

Her vitall spirits faile; 

And falling down all in a swooae 

Before king Henryes face, 
Full oft he in his pnncelye armes 

Her bodye did embrace : 

And twenfye times, with watery eye% 

He kist her tender cheeke, 
Untill he had revivde againe 
Her sensesmilde and meeke. 

** Why gpeves my Rose, my sweetest Rose?" 

The ung did often say. 
** Because," quoth shee, '* to bloodye warre» 

My lord must part awaye. 
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But since your grace on forrayne coastes 

Amonge your foes unkinde 
Must goe to hazard life and Kmble» 

Why should I staye bebinde? 

Nay rather, let me, like a page. 
Your sworde and target beare ; 

That on my breast the blowes may Ugfate, 
Which would ofiend you there. 

Or lett mee, in your royal tent. 

Prepare your bed at nighte, 
And with sweete baths refresh your grace. 

At your return from fighte. 

So I your presence may enjoye 

No toil I will refuse; 
But wanting you, my life is death ; 

Nay, death lid rather chuse !" 

** Content thy self, my dearest love; 

Thy rest at home shall bee 
In Englandes sweet and pleasant isle; 

For travell fits not thee. 

Faire ladies brooke not bloodye warres; 

Soft peace their sexe delightes; 
< Not rugged campes, but courtlye bowen; 

Gay feastes, not cruell fightes.' 

My Rose shall safely here abide. 
With musicke passe the daye; 

Whilst I, amonge the pierdng pikes^ 
My foes seeke far awaye. 

My Rose shall shine in pearle, and golde. 
Whilst Ime in armour dighte; 

Gay galliards here my love shall dance, 
Whilst I my foes goe fighte. 
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And youy tir Thomas, whom I tfuste 

To bee my loves defence; 
Be carefull of ray gallant Rose 

When I am parted hence.** 

And therewithal! he fetcht a sigh, 

As though his heart would 'breake: 
And Rosamonde, for very griefe, 

Not one plaine word could speake. 

And at th^ paitrag well they mighte 

In heart be grieved sore : 
After that daye faire Rosamonde 

The king did see no more. 

For when his grace had past the seas, 

And into France was gone ; 
With envious heart, queene EUinor, 

To Woodstocke came anone. 

And forth she calles this tnistye knighte. 

In an unhappy houre; 
Who with his ciue of twined thread. 

Came from this famous bower. 

And when that they had wounded him. 

The queene thb thread did gette. 
And went where ladve Rosamonde 

Was like an angell sette. 

But when the queene with stedfhst eye 

Beheld her beauteous face^ 
She was amazed in her minde 

At her exceeding gnioe. 

Cast off from thee those robes, she said. 

That riche and costlye bee ; 
And drinke thou up this deadlye dnnigh^ 

Which I haVe bronj^t to thee. 
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lliea pfesoollje upon her knees 

Sweet Rosamonde did lalle ; 
And pardon of the oieene she crav'd 
For her offencei alU 

- * Take pitty on mr yoiithfull yearet^ 

Faire Ronmonae did crye; 
And lelt mee not with poiaon stronge 
Enforced be to dye. 

I will reooonoe my nnfull life. 
And in some doyster bide; 

Or else be banisht, if yoa please 
To range the world soe wjde. 

And for the fault whidi I have donc^ 
Though I wfls forcM theretoe» 

Plresenre mv life^ and punish mee 
As you thinke meet to doe.'' 

And with these words, her lillie hande* 
She wrnnge full often there; 

And downe along her lovelye &ce 
Did trickle many a teare. 

But nothing could this furious queene 

TherewiUi appeased bee; 
The cup of deadlye poyson stronge. 

As she kndt on her knee, 

Shee gave this comdye dame to drinke ; 

Who tooke it in her hand. 
And from her bended knee aiose^ 

And on her feet did stand : 

And casthig up her ^es to heaTe% 

Shee did for mercye caUe; 
And drinking up the poison strongie^ 

Her life she le»t withalie. 
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And when that death through ereiye iimbe 

Had showde its greatest spite, 
Her chiefest foes did plaine coidease 

Shee was a glorious w%ht 

Her body then they did entomb, 

When life was fled away. 
At Godstowe, neare to Oxford towne^ 

As may be seene this day. 



Thli if aiiother of the productions of the «ge of l3isifaeth, wbtch Mens 
to h«re tioea^in Ulentura, needy M productive ai our own. Hie author 
wasThomailMone^ who ia mentioned bgr Kemp at ** the ^reat Bdlede 
maker, iCbronlder of the memorable Uvea of the liz yeomen of the weat. 
Jack or Newbury,- The gentle craft and auoh Uke honeit men omitted by 
Stowe, HoUinfhed, Grafton, Hall, Froiaartand the reat of these deterr- 
ing writeci.** Naahe calli him the Balleting SiUuweaver, tnm which it 

ia prohiMe that he waa of that pwitaaion, but of hia life there iTP«"» ^ 
be Botiiinc certainly known* 



KING JOHN AND THE ABBOT OF 
CANTERBURY. 

An ancient story lie tell you anon» 
Of a notable pnnce, that was called king John; 
And he ruled England with maine and with mipht. 
For he (fid great wrong, and maintein'd little right* 

And lie tell you a story, a stoiy so merrye» 
ConcemiB|; the Abbot of Canterbuiye ; 
How for his house-keying, and high renowne. 
They rode poste for hun to &ir London towne; 

An hundred men, the king did heare say. 
The abbot kept in his house every day; 
And fifty golde chapes, without any doubt» 
In velvet coates waited the abbot about. 
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How now, fiither abbot, I heave it of thee^ 
Thou keepest a farre better house than mee^ 
And for tny hou8e4ceeping and high renown^ 
I feare thou work^st trcasoB aguxut mj crown* 

My li^ge^ quo' the abbot, I wocdd it were knownc^ 
I never spend nothing, but what is my owne; 
And I trust, your grace wilt doe me no deere. 
For q^ding of my owne true-gotten geere. 

Yes, yes, father abbot, thy fault it is h^^ 
And now for die same thou needest must dye; 
For except thou canst answer me questions three. 
Thy head shall be smitten from thy bocfie. 

And first, quo^ the kiqg, when Fm m thia.8teBd, 
With my crowne of goUe so faire on my head. 
Among all my licgeHOden so noble of birtfae 
Thou must tell me to one penny what I am wortbc;. 

Secondljfi^ tdl m^ without any doubt. 
How soone I may ride the whme worid about ; 
And at the third question thou must not shrink. 
But tell me here truly what I do think. 

O, these are hard quesdons for my shaBow wtt^ 
Nor I cannot answer your grace as yet; 
But if you win give me but three weekes spac^ 
He do my endeavour to answer your grace. 

Now three wedn space to thee will I give, . 
And that is the longest time thou hast to five; 
For if thou dost not answer my questions thre^ 
Thy lands and thy livings are foitdt to mee. 

Away rode the abbot all sad at that word. 
And he rode to Cambridge^ and Oxenlbrd; 
But never a doctor there was so wise. 
That could with his learmng an answer devise. 
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Ilien home rode the abbot of comfort so cold^ 
And he mett his diepheard a going to fold : 
How nowy my lord abbot, you are welcome home; 
What newes do you bring us from good king John ? 

^ Sad newes, sad newes, shepheard, I must give; 
That I have but three days more to live : 
For if I do not answer him questions three. 
My head will be smitten from my bodie. 

The fint is to tell him there in that stead. 
With his crowne of golde so fair on lus head. 
Among all his li^ men so noble of birth. 
To wi&in one penny of what he is worth. 

The seoonde, to tell him, widiout any doubt. 
How soone he may ride this whole world about i 
And at the third question I nmst not shrinke. 
But tell him there truly what he does thinke." 

^ Now cheare up, ore abbot, did you never hear yet. 
That a fool he may learn a wise man witt ? 
Lend me horsey and serving men, and your apparel. 
And rU ride to London to auswere your quairel. 

Nay frowne not, -if it hath bin told unto mee^ 

I am like your lordship, as ever may bee : 

And if you will hut lend me your gowne. 

There is none shall knowe us at fair London towne.^ 

^ Now horses, and serving<4nen thou shak have. 
With sumptuous array most gallant and bi^ve; 
With crozier, and miter, and rochet, and cop^ 
Fit to appeare'^fbre our feder the pope.** 

^ Now welcome, sire abbot,^ the king be did say, 
^ 'TIS well thou'rt come back to keepe thy day ; 
Per an if thou canst answer my questions three 
Thy life and thy living both savml shall bee. 



180 BRITISH MINSTREL. 

And first, when thou seesl me here in this ftead, ' 
With my crown of golde so fair on my head. 
Among &U my liege-men so noble of birthe. 
Tell me to one penny what I am worth.'* 

* iBor thirtv pence our Saviour was sold 
Among the raise Jewes, as I have bin told; 
And twentye nine is the worth of tliee. 

For I thinke, thou art one penny worser than hee." 

The king he laughed, and swore by St. Bittel,* 
I did not think I had been worth so littcl ! 
-—Now secondly tell rae, without any doubt, 
How soone I may ride this whole world about. 

** You must rise with the sun, and ride with the same. 
Until the next morning he riseth againe ; 
And then your grace need not make any doubt. 
But in twenty-four hours you'll ride it sSbout." 

The king he laughed, and swore by St. Jone, 

* I did not think, it could be gone so soone 1 
-*Now from the third question thou must not shrinked 
But tell me here truly what I do tbinke." 

** Yea, that shall I do, and make your grace meny : 
You thinke fm the abbot of Canterbury; 
But I'm his poor shepheard, as plain you may see. 
That am come to beg pardon for him and for mee.!* 

The kine he laughed, and swore by the masse, 
** He make thee lord abbot this day in his place 1'* 

* Now naye, my li^e, be not in such speede. 
For alacke I can neidier write, ne reade." 

^ Four nobles a weeke, then I will gi?e thee. 
For this merry jest thou hast shown unto mee; 
And tell the old abbot when thou comest home. 
Thou hast brought him a pardon from good king John.' 

« M euifof probably St» Boto^b. 
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Thif appears to be a Ballad of great antiquity, and to havt beM al all 
fbnaea extremely popular. The present oony seemf to have been nodem- 
iaed about the time of James the first, and serves to give Us some Idea of 
the seal displayed and the arts cmdoyed to bring tbe digaitaciai of tha 
<iuuch into oontempt with the peoj^ 



DICK 0' THE COW. 

Now Liddisdale has lyan lang in. 

There is nae riding there at a' : 
Their horses are grown sae lidder fat, 

Thejr downa stur out o' the sta'. 

Then Johnie Armstrong to Willie can say, 

Billie a riding then gae will we : 
England and us has been lang at a feid ; 

Ablins we*ll hit on some bootie. 

Then they're com*d on to Hutton Ha% 
They rade the proper place about : 

But the' laird he was the wiser roan. 
For he had left nae gear without.— 

Then he had left nae gear to steal. 

Except sax sheep upon a lee : 
Quo' Johnie, Vd rather in England die. 

Ere thir sax sheep gae t' Liddisdale wi' me. 

But how <»'d they the man we last met, 

Billie, as we came o'er the know; 
Hiat same he is an innocent fool, 

And some men ca' him Dick o' the Cow. 

That fool has three as good ky o' his ain. 
As there's in a' Cumberland, Billie, quo' he; 

Betide me life^ betide me death 
These three ky shall gae t' liddisdfde wi' mt, 

n. Q 1* 
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Then they're eooiM on to the poor fool's honsey 
And they hae broken his wa s sae wide; 

They have loosM out Dick o' the Cow'ft three kj. 
And tane three co'erlets aff his wife's bed» 

Then on the mom, whan the day was light. 
The shouts and cries rose leud and hue i 

O had thy tongue, my wife, he says^ 
And o' thy crying let me be.— 

had thv tongue, my wife, he says,. 
And of thy crying let me be; 

And aye that where thou wants a cow,^ 
In good sooth I'll bring thee three* 

Then Dickie's comM on for's lord and masterv 

And I wat a drme fool was he; 
Now had thy tongue, my fool he says, 

For I may not stand to jest wi' thee.. 

Shame speed a' your jesting, my lord^ quo' Dickie^ 

For nae sic jesting grees wi* mc : 
Liddisdale's been i* my house last night, 

And they hae tane my three ky frae me. 

But I may nae langer in Cumberland dwell, 

' To be your poor fool and your leal. 
Unless ye gi' me leave^ mv lord, 
T* gae t Liddisdale and steal.. 

1 ffi* thee leave, my fool, he says. 

Thou speakest against my honour and me» 
Unless thou gi* me thy trowth and thy hand 
Thou'l steal fhie nane but wha sta frae thee* 

i There is my trowth and my right hand; 
My head shall hang on Hairibe; * 
I'll ne'er cross Carlisle sands again, 
If I steal frae a man but wha sta frae me* 

^« Xbeiiljicc of E&ccuUxm at Cuiuk. 
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Didde's tane leave at lord and mailer. 

And I wat a mtrry fool was he; 
Hc^s boQ^t a bridle and a pdr o' new spurs. 

And pack'd them up in his breek thign. 

Then Didders ct^ine on for Pudding'tunn^^ 

E'en as fast via he might drie. — 
Now Dickie's come on for Pudding-bum, 

Where there were thirty Armstrongs mid three. 

O I what's 4liis corned o* me now, quo' Dickie, 
What meikle wae's this happened o' me^ quo' he}* 

When here is but ae innocent fool, 
And there is thirty Armstrongs and three. 

Ye he's com'd up to the ha' amang them a* 

See wdl's he became his curtesie. 
Weil may ye be, my good laird's Jock, 

,Bat the de'il bless a' your companie. 

I'm come to *plain o' vour man, fair Johnie Armstrpi^, 
And syne o' his bulie Willie, quo he; 

How thev hae been i' my house tne last night, 
And tney hae tane my three ky fiae me. 

Quo' Johoie Armstrong, we will him hang. 

Na' then, quo' Willie, we'll him slae. 
But up and bespake ^nither young man. 

We 11 gie 'im his iMtts, and let him gae. 



Hien up and bespake the good laird's Jock, 

The best fallow in a' the companie. 
Sit thy wa^s down ^ little while Dickie, 

And a piece o' thy ain cow's hough Til gi' thee. 



• Fudding-bam Hidlwai, attlMtttBici,the|daeeofMx)deofUie Arm. 
itrangs : It M on tbefarmof BeadmoM, and to now converted into a ibeep- 
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But Dickie's heart H g^cw me great. 
That ne'er a bh o't he dpugnt to eat.-*— 

Ihen Dickie was 'ware o' an auld peat^ouse. 
Where a' the night he thought for to Aeep,-**"^ 

Then Di<^ie was 'ware o' an auld peat-hous^ 
Where a' the night he thought for to ly; 

And a' the prayers the poor fool pra/d* 
I wish I had a mens ror my ain three ky« 

nen it was. the use of Pndd]ng4N]m, . 

And the house of Mangerton, all haiO, 
These that came na at the first ca' 

lliey got nae mair meat t' the neist meal. 

The lads that hungry and weary were, 
Aboon the doo^ead they haqg the key; 

Dickie he took good notice to dud. 
Says, there's a bootie yonder for me. 

Tlien Dickie into the stable is gane, 
Where there stood thirty horses and three; 

tie has tied them a' wl' St, Martft Kiwt^ 
A' these horses but barely three.-—— 

He has tied them a' wi' St Mary's Knot» 

A' these horses but barely three : 
He's loupen on ane, tane anither in hand; 

And out at the door and gane is Dickie. 

Then on the mom, whan the day grew light, 
The shouts and cries rose loud and hie; 

O ! where's that thief, quo' the good laird's Jock^ 
Tdl me the truth and the veriide. 

O ! where's that thief, quo' the good bird's Joels, 

See unto me ye dinna lie; 
Dickie's been i' the stable last night. 

And has my brother's horse and mbne firae me. 

• HaaMlrlnfe4 the Hone*. 
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Ye wad ne'er be tel'd, quo' the good iaifd** Jock, 

Have ye not found my tales fu leel ; 
Ye wad ne'er out o' England bide. 

Till crooked and blind, and a' wad steal. 

But lend me thy bay, Johnie Armstrong can 8ay» 
There^s nae horse loose in the stable but he; 

And ni either bring Dick o* the Cow again, 
Or the day is come that he shall die. 

To lend thee my bay, the laird's Jock can say, 
He*s worth baith goud and good monie; 

Dick o' the Cow has away twa horse, 
I wish na thou may make him three. 

He's tane the laird's jack on his back. 

The twa handed sword that hang by his thigli ; 

He's tane the sted-cap on his head. 
And on he is gane to follow Dickie. 

Then Dickie was na a mile aff the town, 

I wat a mile biit barely three, [ 

TUX he's o'ertane by Johnie Armstrong, 
Hand for hand on C«mnobie'Lee»* 

Abide, abide now Dickie than. 

The day is come that thou maun die: 
Then Dickie Iqok'd o'er his left shoulder, 

Johnie, ha^ tiiou any moe in compafiie. 

There is a preacher in our chapel. 

And a' the lee lang day teaches he; 
Whan day is gane, and night is come^ 

There's ne'er ae word 1 mark but three: 

The first and second is Faith and Conscience^ 

The third, ne'er let. a traitour free j 
But, Johnie, what faith and conscience hadst thott,- 

Whan thou took my three ky frae me. 

4 A rising ground in Canppbie, near the bonlor of Xiddisd^le. 

3 
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And wlien thou had tane airaf any three ky^ 
Thou thought in thv heart thou was no wdi sped; 

But sent thy biUie Willie o'er the know. 
And he took three co'erlets aff my wife's bed. 

Then Jobnie let a spear fa* la^h by his thigb. 
Thought well to hae slain the innocent, I trow; 

But the powers s^ve were mair than b«, , 
For he ran but the poor fool's jerkin throng. 

Tcttether th^ ran, or erer they blan. 

This was Dickie the fool and he; 
Dickie cou'd na win to him wi^ the blade o' the swotd. 

But feld 'im wi' the plumet under the eie. 

Now Dickie has feld fair Jobnie Armstrong* 
The pretdest man in the south countrie. 

Gramercy, then Can Dickie say, 
I had but twa horse thou has made me three. 

He has tane the lurd's jack aff his back, ^ 
The twa handed sword that hang by his thigh ; 

He has tane the steel-cap aff his head ; 
Jobnie, I'll tell my master I met wi* thee. 

When Jobnie waken'd out o' his dreain, 

I wat a drierie man was he : 
And is thou gane, now Dickie than, 

The shame gae in thy companie. — 

And is thou gane, now Dickie, than. 

The ^hame gae in thy companie; 
For, if 1 should live this hundred years, 

I ne'er shall light wi* a fool after thee. 

Then Dickie's come hame to lord .and master. 

E'en as fast as he miay drie.-> 

Now Didcie, Til neither eat nor drink. 

Till hie hanged thou sfaalt be. 
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The thime speed the liars, mj lord, quo' DlSkie, ' 
That was no the promise ye made to mo ; 

For I'd ne'er gane t Liddisdale t* steel, 
T&l I bad got my leave at thee. 

But what gard thoti steal the laird's Jock's horse, 
Andjiimmer, what gard thou steal him, quo' he; 

For lang might thou in Cumberland dwelt, 
Ere the laird's Jock had stawn fi^ thee. 

Indeed I wat ye lied, my lord, 

And e'en sae loud as I hear ye lie, 
I wan him frae his man, fair Johnie Armstrong, 

Hand for hand on Cennobie Lee. 

There's the jack was on his back. 

The twa handed sword that hang laigh by bis thigh; 
And there's the steel-cap was on his head ; 

I hae a' these takens to let thee see. — 

If that be true thou to me tells, 

I trow thoii dare na tell a lie, 
rU gi' thee twenty punds for the good horse, 

Weil tel'd in thy cloak lap shall be. 

And I'll ^' thee ^ne o' my best milk-ky 
To maintain thy wife and children three; 

And that may be as good, I think. 
As ony twa o' thine might be. 

The shame speed the Hers, my lord, quo' Dickie, 

Trow ye aye to make a fool o' me; 
I'll either hae thirty punds for the good horse. 

Or he's gae t' Mortan fair wi' me. 

He's gi'en hidi thirty punds for the good horse. 

All in goud and good monie; 
He has gi'en him ane o' his best milk-ky. 

To naaintain his wife and efajldreti three. 
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Then IKckie came down throdgh Carlide towif, ' 

E'en as fast as he might drie; 
The first o* men that he met ¥Pith, 

Was my lord's brother^ Bt^ff Ghxei^tarie.* 

WeU may ye be^ my good RalfA Scroope* 
Welcome, my brotoer's fool, quo^ he; . 

Where did thou get fair Johnie Armstrong's liorse. 
Where did I get him but steal him, quo* he. 

But Mrilt thou sell me fair Johnie Armstrong's horse. 

And billie wilt thou sell him to me, quo he. 
Aye, and tell me the monie on my cloak lap ; 

For there's no ae fiurdin I'll trust thee. 

ril gi' thee fifteen punds for the good horse, 
Weil tel'd on thy cloak lap shSl be ; 

And ril gi' thee ane o' my best milk-ky. 
To maintain thy wife and children three. 

Hie shame speed the liers, my lord, quo* Dickie, 
Trow ye aye to make a fool o' me, quo* hfe; 

ni either hae thirty punds for the good horse. 
Or he's gae t* Mortan fair wi' me. 

He's gi'en him thirty punds for the good horse, 

All in goud and good monie; 
He has gi'en him ane o' his best milk-ky. 

To maintain his wife and children three. 

Then Dickie lap a loup iu' hie. 

And I wat a loud laugh laughed he ; 
I wish the neck o' the third horse were broken; 

For I hae a better o' my cun, if better can be. 

Then Dickie's coro'd hame to his wife again, 

Judge ^'e how the poor fool sped. 
He has gi'en her threescore English punds 

For the three auld co'erlets was tane affbct bed. 

- * Brother to Loid ScMope, the then Governor of Ovliste. . 
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Hae, take Uiee these tw« as good ky^ 

I trow as a' thy three might be; 
And yet here is a white-footed nagie, 

I think he'll. carry baith thee and me. 

But I may nae langer in Cumberland bide^ 
The Armstrongs they will hang me hie: 

But Dickie's tane leave at lord and master; 
And at Buigh nnder Stanmuir there dwdlt he« 



JOCK O' THE SIDE. 

Now Ltddisdale has ridden a raid, 
But I wat they had better staid at hame; 

For Mitchel o' Winfield he is dead. 
And my son Johhie is pris'ner tane* 

For Mangeiton-hbose Auld Downfe Is gane. 
Her coats she has kilted up to her knee; 

And down the water wi' speed she rinsy 
While the tears, in spaits, fa' fast frae her eie« 

Then up and bespake the Lord Mangertbnj 
What liews, what news, sister Downie, to ine? 

Bad news, bad news, my lord Mangetton, 
Mitchel is kUl'd, and tane they hae my son Johnie. 

Ne'er fear sister Downie, quo' Mangerton, 
I hae yokes of oxen four and twentie,— 

My barns, my byres, and my faulds a' weel fiU'd ; 
And I'U part wi' them a' ere Johnie shall die. 

Three men FU take, to set him free, 

Weel hamess'd a' wi' best o* steel ; 
The English rogues may hear, and drie 

Tba w^ht o' their braid swords to feel. 
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The laird*8 Jock ane, the lairds Wat t«ra; 

Oh ! Hobie Noble thoa ane nunin be. 
Thy coat is blue, thou has bera true, 

Since England banish'd thee to me. 

Now Hobie was an Eng^sh man. 

In Bewcastle dale was bred and bora; 

But hb misdeeds they were sae great. 
They banish'd him ne'er to return. 

Lord Mangerton them orders gave. 
Your horses the wrang way thaun a' be shod; 

Like gentlemen ye must not seem. 
But look like corn caugers gawn ae road. 

Your armour gude ye maunna ishaw. 

Nor ance appear like men o* weir; 
As country lads be all array*d, 

Wi* branks and brecham on ilk mace. 

Sae now a* their hcMTses are shod the wraqg wAy; 

And Hobie has mounted his ^rey sae fine, 
Jock his lively bay, Wat's on hu white horse behind; 

And on th^ rode for the water o' Tyne. 

At the Cholerford they a' light down. 

And there, wi' the bdp o' the light o' the moon, 
A tree they cut, wi' fifteen naggsupo' ilk side. 

To climb up the wa' o' Newcastle town. 

But when they came to Newcastle town. 

And were alighted at the wa'. 
They {and their tree three ells o'er lasgh — 

lliey fiind their stick baith short and.sma'. 

Then up and spake the laird's ain Jock : 
There's naetbing for't, the gates wi' maun force: 

But when they came the gates unto, 
A proud porter withstood baith men.and hone. 
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His neck in twa I wat thcr iMie wrong; 

Wi' hand or foot be ne'er play'd paw; 
His life and his iceys at anes they hae tane» 

And cast his body ahind the wa'. 

Now soon they reach Newcastle jail. 

And to the pris'ner thus they call: 
Sldps thou, wakes thou Jock o' the 6ide^ 

Or is thou weariedo' diy thrall? 

Jock answers thus, wi* dolefu' tone^ 

Aft, aft I wake— "I seldom sldp; 
But wha's this kens my name sae weeT, 

And thus to. bear my waes do sdk? 

Then up and spake the good laird's Jock, 
Ne'er fear ye now, my billie, quo* he; 

For here's the laird's Jock, the laird's Wat,, 
And Hobie Noble^ come to set thee free. 

O ! Had thy tongue, and speak nae maur^ 

And o' thy tawk now let me be; 
For if a' Liddisdale were here the niffht. 

The mom's the day that I maun die. 

Full fifteen stane o' Span^h iron 

They hae laid a' right sair on roe, 
Wi* locks -and keys I am fast bound 

Into this dungeon mirk and drearie. 

Fear ye no that, quo' the laird's Jock, 

A {sunt heart ne'er wan a fair ladie. 
Work thou within, we'll work witliout ; 

And I'll be bound we set thee free. 

The first strong dbre that they came at. 

They loosed it without a key; 
The next chain'd dore that they came at^ 

They gard it a* in flinders flee* 



The prisoner now, upo* his baxkf 
The laird's Jock's eotten up fu' hie; 

And down the stairs him irons and a% 
Wi' nae sma' speed and joy brings he* 

Now Jock, I wat, qao' Holne Nobl^ 
Part o' the weight ye may lay on me; 

I wat weel no, quo' the laird's Jock, 
I count him lighter than a flee. 

Sae out at the gates they a' are pne,-— 
The pris'ner's set on horseback hie; 

And now wi' speed they've tane the gate. 
While ilk ane jokes ni' wantonliew** 

Ohl Jock, sae winsomdy's ye ride, 
Wi' baith J^our feet upo' ae side*— 

Sae weel's ye're harness d, and sae tng. 
In troth ye sit tike ony bride. 

The night, tho' wat, they didna mind. 

But hied them on fu' mirrilie, 
Until they came to Cholerford brae. 

Where the water ran Hke mountains hie. 

But when they came to Qholerford, 
There they met with an auld man : 

Says, Honest man will the water ride?-— 
Tell us in haste, if that ye can. 

I wat weel no, quo' the good old man,— 
Here I hae liv'd this threty yeirs and threes 

And I ne'er yet saw the Tyne sae big, 
Nor rinning ance sae like a sea. 

Then up and spake the laird^s saft Wat, 
The greatest coward in the companie, 

Now halt, now halt— we needna try't j 
The day is com-d we a' maun die* 
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Poor Hunt-hearted thief, quo' the laird*8 Jock, 
There'll nae roan die but he that's fie;^* 

m lead ye a' right safely through; 
Lift ye the pris'ner on ahint me. 

Sae now the water they a' hae tane. 
By anes and twas they a' swam through : 

Here are we a' safe, says the laird's Jock; 
And poor faint Wat, what think ye now? 

They scarce the ither side had won. 

When twenty men they saw pursue; 
Frae Newcastle town they bad been sent, 

A' English lads right good and tru^ 

But when the land««etgeant the water saw. 

It winna ride my lads, quo' he; 
Then out he cries. Ye the pris'ner may take; 

But leave the irons, I pray, to me. 

I wat wed no, cry'd the laird's Jock)** 
I'll keep them a* — shoon to my mare they'll be; 

My good grey mare, — ^for I am sure 
She's bought them a' fu' dear firae thee. 

Sae now they're away for Liddisdale, 

E'en as fast as they cou'd them hie^ 
The pris'ner's brought to his ain fire-side. 

And there o's irons they make him free. 

Now Jock, my billie, quo' a' the three. 

The day was com'd thou was to die; 
But thou's as weel at thy ain fire-side. 

Now sitting, I think 'tween thee and me. 

They hae gard fill up ae punch-bowl. 

And after it they maun hae anither; 
And thus the night they a' hae spent,— -^ 

Just as they had been brither and britber. 
II. R 
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HOBIE NOBLB. 

FocTL fa the breast first treason bred in^ 

That Liddisdale may safely say ; 
For io it there was baith meat and drink^ 

And com unto our geldings gay. 

We were stout hearted men and true. 

As England it did often say : 
But now we may turn our backs and fly. 

Since brave Noble is seld away. 

Now Hobie be was an English man. 

And bom into Bewcast& dale; 
But his misdeeds they were sae great. 

They banish'd him to Liddisdale. 

At Kershope foot * the tryst was set — 

Kershope of the lily lee: 
And there was traitor Sini o' the Mamt;f 

With him a priTate oompanie. 

Then Hobie has i^raithM his body gay, 
I wat it was wi' baith good iron and steel; 

And he has pull*d out his fringed grey. 
And there brave Noble be rade htm weeL 

Then Hobie is down the water gane. 

E'en as fast as he may drie; 
Tho' they shou'd a brusten and broken tfadr hearta 

Frae that tiyst Noble he would not be. 

Weel may ye be my feiries five ; 

And aye, what is your wills wt* me? 
Then they cry'd a' wi' ae consent, 

Thou'rt welcome here brave Noble to me. 

« At the Joining ef the Riven of Kenhope and Liddal, where there I* 
still flome remains of an old tower to be seen. 

f The Ifains is a farm liouse about six hundred yaidf above the CoUk- 
toun Churchy on the noith side of LiddaL ^ 
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W3t thou with U8 in EAgtand ride, 

And thy safe warrand we will be; — 
If we get a horse worth a hundred punds. 

Upon his back that thou shalt be. 

I dare not with you into England ride; 

The land-sergeant has'me at feid:— 
I know not what evil may betide. 

For Peter of Whitfield, his brother, is dead. . 

And Anton Shiel he loves not riiet 

For I gat twa drifts of his sheep :— 
The great Earl of Whitfield loves me not ; 

For nae gear firae me he e'er cou'd keep. 

But will ye stay till the day gae down^ 

Until uie night come o'er the grund. 
And ril be a guide worth ony twa 

That may in Liddisdale be fund. 

Tho' dark the night as pick and tar, 

ril lead ye o'er yon hills fu' hie; 
And brine ye a' in safety back. 

If you'll be true, and follow me. 

He*s guided them o'er moss and muir,^— 
O'er hill and houp, and mony ae down; 

TIU they came to the FouUbo^-shiel, 
And there brave Noble he lighted down. 

Then word is gane to the land-sei^eant. 

In Askirtoun where that he lay : 
The deer tiiat ye hae hunted lang 

Is seen into the Waste this day. — 

Then Hobie Noble is that deer, 

I wat he carries the style fu' hie. 
Aft has he beat your slough-hounds back 

And set yourselves at little fee. 



Gar warn the Bom of Hartfie-Buni, 
See thev sharp their arrows on the wa* : 

Warn Willeva and spear £dom, 
And see the mom they meet me a'.*— 

Gar meet me on the Rodiie-haiigh ; 

And see it be by break o* day : 
And we will on to Conscowthart Green, 

And there I think w'U get oiir prey. 

Then Hobie Noble has dreamM a dream. 
In the Foul4x>g*$heil where that he lay: 

He thought his horse was 'neath him shot. 
And he himself got hard away. 

Hie cocks oonld crow and Uie day could dum, 
And I wat so eren down fell the rain : 

If Hobie had no waken'd at that time^ 
In the Foul-bog-shiel he had been tane or ilaln. 

Get up, get up, my feiries Jlve; 

For I wat here makes a fu* ill day; 
And the warst clock of this compani^ 

I hq[)e shall cross the Waste this ckiy. 

Now Hobie thought the gates were dear. 

But ever alas ! it was not sae; 
Hi^ were beset wi* cruel men and keen. 

That away brave Noble could not gae. 

Yet follow me my feiries five, 

And see of me ye keep good ray ; 
And the worst clock of this companie, 

I hope shall cross the Waste this day. 

There was heaps of men now Hobie before, 

^ And other heaps was him behind ; 
That had he been as wight as Wallace was. 
Away brave Noble he could not win. 
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Then Hot^e he had but a laddies sword. 

But he did more than a laddies deed; 
Id the midst of Conscowthart green 

He brake it o'er Jersawigham's head. 

Now they have tane brave Hobie Noble; 

Wi' his ain bow-string they band him sae : 
And I wat his heart was ne'er sae sair 

As when his ain five band him on the brae. 

Thev have tane him for West Carlisle; 

They ask'd him if he knew the way. 
Whate'er he thought yet little he said. 

He knew the way as well as they. — 

Thev hae tane him up the Ricker-gate, 
Toe wives they cast their windows wide; 

And ilka wife to anither can say, 
Hiat's the man loos'd Jock o' the Side. 

Fy on ye women, why ca' ye me man ? 

For its nae man that I'm us'd like; 
I'm but like a forfou^hen hound,— 

Has been fighting m a dirty syke. 

Then th^ hae tane him up thro' Carlisle town. 

And set him by the chimney fire; 
They eave, brave Noble a wheat lc«if to-eat. 

And that was little his desire. — 

Then the^ gave him a wheat loaf to eat. 

And after that a can o' beer. — 
Then they cried a' wi' ae coneent. 

Eat brave Noble and make good cheer. 

Confess my lord's horse, Hobie they say; 

And the mom in Carlisle thou's no die. 
How shall I confess them Hobie says 

For I never saw them with mine eye. 
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Then Hobie has sworn a fu' great aidi 
By the day that he was gotten or bonxy 

He never had ony thing o' my lord% 
That dther eat him grass or oom. 

Now fiire thee wed sweet Mangerton ; 

For I think again FU ne*er thee see. 
1 wad betray nae lad alive 

For a* the goud in Christentie. 

And fare thee weel now Liddisdal^ 
Bwth the hie land and the law-^ 

Keep ye weelirae traitor Mains; 
For goud and gear he'll sell ye a*. 

rd rather be ca'd Hobie Ndble» 
In Carlisle where he suffers for his fhttt. 

Before I were ca'd tndtor Mains, 
That eats and drinks of meal and maut* 



Hie three wreceiUng BaSada ftte evidentlj of oii»M^' tU. the velgn oT 
James VI. They pocseM very uncrnnmoq metilL and fimn their minute 
new of detail, present us with a view of life and manners^ more flCrlishic 
than any commmtary that could be added to them. In the poemi « 
Richard Maitland, who wa« Chanodlor to James, we find ooe^aip^nst 
the thieves of liddisdail,'* in which some of the principal heroes of these 
Ballads have a conspicuous place, 

Thai thieves that steals, and turns hame. 
Ilk ane o* them has a lo-fUMUff / 

Hab^theSch<nioi$9 

To mak bare wawls 

' They think na shame. 

They spc^e poor men of thdr pakls, 
Th^ leave them nought on bed nor bdcM* 

Baith hen and cock 

With reel and rock 

The LainTa Jbk 
All wiUi him takis. 

They leave ncnr sphidle^ speon not apdl^ 
Bed, bolster, blanket, sark nor sheit. 

John of the Park 

Ryps kist and ark. 

For all sick wark. 
Be is right meet. 
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Hi to wed kmd, JMfK <^ae Mb, 
A greater thief did never ride. 

fie never CboB 

For to break bvrei. 

Owre muir and miret 
Owre gude a guide. 

There is ane callit Oemenit Heb^ 
Tnc ilk jMiir wife reares the wob— 

And ail the lave 

'Whatever they hava 

The divel receive, 
TlieRlbte hii Gob. 

We may add* to bompleto the history of these oatlaws, that poot Diek 
o* the Cow, was pursued into his retreat by the Armstronoa, and most 
cnieDy murdered. That the five Armstrongs who betraved Hobie Nobie, 
were pursued by the relentless vengeance of the chief of the den, the 
laird ci MangerttHii to avoid which, Sim o' the Mainn, who was the 
chief actor in the ifidthless and ungrateful transaction, flod into England, 
where he was shortly aftor taken and hanged. 



THE HEIR OF LINNE. 
PART FIRST. 

Litre and listen, gentlemen. 

To sing a song I ynl\ begin : 
It is a lord of fair Scotland, 

Which was the unthrifty heir of Lbne. 

His father was a right good lord. 
His mother a lady of high degree; 

But diey, alas ! were dead, him frae. 
And he lov'd keeping componie. 

To spend the day. with merry chear. 
To drink and revel every night, 

To cards and dice from even to morn. 
It was I ween, his heiirt's ddight. 

To ride, to run, to rant, to roar. 
To always spend and never spare, 

I wott, an' it were the king himself. 
Of gold and fee he mote he bare. 
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8fl0 fitfefl the unthrifty lord of Linoe 
Till all his gold is gone and spent; 

And he maun sell his lands sae broad. 
His house, and lands^ and all his rent. 

Ifis fiitfaer had a keen steward. 
And John o' the Scales was called he : 

But John is become a gentelman. 
And John has got baith gold and fee. 

Says, Welcome, welcome, lord of Linne, 
Let nought disturb thy merry cheer. 

If thou wilt sell thy lands sae broad. 
Good store of gold Til g^ve thee here. 

My gold is gone, my money is spent; 

My land now take it unto thee. 
Give me the gold, good John o'^e Scales, 

And thine for aye my land shall be. 

Then John he did him to record draw. 
And John he gave him a cods-pennie;* ^ 

But for every pound that John agreed. 
The land, I wis, was well worai three. 

He told him the sold upon the board. 
He was right glad his land to win : 

The land is mine, the ^old is thine, 
And now Fll be the lord of Linne. 

Thus he hath sold his land sae broad, 
Baith hill and holt, and moor and fen. 

All but a poor and lonesome lodge, 
That stood far affin a lonely glen. 

For sae he to bis father hight : 
My son when I am gane, savd he. 

Then thou wilt spend thy land ^ae broad. 
And thou wilt spend thy gold so free. . . 

* Eamest-nioncj. 
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But Bwear me now upon ^9 nidef, 
That lonesome lodge thou'lt never spend; 

For when all the world doth grown on thee» 
Thou there shalt find a faithful friend. 

The hdr .of Litine is full of gold : 
And come with me, my fnends, savd he^ 

Let's drinks and rant, and merry make, 
And he that spares, ne'er mote he be.-^ — 

Th^ ranted, drank,. and merry made, 

TiU all his gold it waxed thin; 
And then his friends they slunk away ; 

They left the unthrifty heir of Linne. 

He hadna a penny left in his purse, 

Never a penny left but three, 
The tane was brass, and.tother was lead. 

The third it was of white monie. 

Now weU-a^day, sayd the hear of Linne, 

Now well-a-day, and woe is me, 
For when I was the lord of Linne, 

I never wanted gold or fee. 

Bat mony a trustie friend have I, 
And Wny should I feel dole or care? 

Ill borrow of them all by turns, 
Sae need I not be ever bare. 

But ane, I wis, was not at hame. 

Another had payd his gold away ; 
Anodier call'd him thriftless loon. 

And bad him sharpely wend his way. 

« - • • 

Now well«««day, sayd the heir of Linne, 

Now well-anday, and woe is me ! 
For when I had my lands so broad. 

On me diey liv'd right merrilie. 



SOS BRITISH MmSTBEL. 

To be^ my bread from door to door 
I wiSy it were a brenning shame: 

To rob and steal it were a sin : 
To work my limbs I cannot frame* 

Now Dl away to lonesome lodge. 
For there my frither bade me wend; 

When all the world should frown on m^ 
I there should find a trusty friend. 



RART SECOND. 

AwAT then hyed the heir of Linne 
0*er hill and holt, and moor and fen. 

Until he came to lonsome lodge, 
That stood so low in a londy glen* 

He looked up^ he looked down, ^ 
In hope some comfort for to win, . 

But bare and lothly were the walls : 
Here's sorry chear, quo' the hdr of jLinne. 

The little window dim and dark 
Was hung with ivv, brere and yew ; 

No shimmering sun here ever shone ; 
No halesome breeze here ever blew. 

No chair, no table he mote roye, 
No chearful hearth, no welcome bed. 

Nought save a rope with renning noose, . 
That dangling hung up o'er his head. 

And over it in broad letters. 

These words were written so plain to see : 
** Ah i eraceless wretch, hast spent thine all, 

* And brought thyself to penurie? 
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* All tiik nrf hoSng mind minBTC^ 

^ I therefore left this tmsty mend : 
^ Let it DOW shield thy foule disgrace^ 

^ And all thy shame and sorrows end.** 

Sorely shent wT this rebuke. 

Sorely shent was the heir of Linne, 
His hearty I wis, was near to brast 

With guilt and sorrow, shame and sin. 

Never a word spake the heir of Linne, 

Never a word he spake but three, 
^ This is a trusty friend indeed, 

** And is right welcome unto me.** 

Then round his neck the cord he drew. 

And sprung aloft with his bodie: 
When lo 1 the ceiling burst in twain. 

And to the ground came tumbling he. 

Astonyed lay the hea of Linn^ 

Nor knew if he were live or dead. 
At length he looked, and saw a bill. 

And in it a k^ of gold so red* 

He took the lull, and lookt it on, 
Strait good comfort found he lliere: 

It told him of a hole in the wall. 
In which there stood three chests in fers; 

Two were full of the beaten gold. 

The third was full of white monie. 
And over them in broad letters 

These words were written so plain to see. 

^ Once more, my son, I set thee clear; 

** Amend tiiy me and follies past; 
^ For but thou amend thee of tny life, 

** That rope must be thy end at lastJ 



%» 
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And let it be^ uiyd the hear of Linne; 

And let it be, but if I amend ;* 
For here I will make mine avow, 

Thi4 redef shall guide me to the end. 

Away then went the hdr of Linne; 

Away be went with a merry chear : 
I wis, he neither stint nor stayd» 

Till John o' the Scales house he came near. 

• • • 

And when he came to John o* the Scales, 

Up at the speer then looked he; 
There sat three lords at the boards end. 

Were drinking of thtf wine so free. 

And then bespake the hdr of Linne 
To John o' the Scales then louted he; 

I pray thee now, good John o' the-Scales, 
One forty-pence for to lend me. 

Away, away^ thou thriftless loon. 

Away, away, this may not be : 
For Christ's curse on my head, he ssyd. 

If ever I trust thee one pennie. 

Then bespake the heir of Linne, 
To John o' the Scales wife then spake he: 

Madam, some alms on me bestow, i 

I pray for sweet saint charitie. 

Away, away, thou thriftless loon, 
I swear thou gettest no alms of me; 

For if we shold bang any losel here. 
The first we wold begin with thee. 

Then bespake a good fellow. 

Which sat at John o' the Scales his board; 
Sayd, turn again, tfioU heir of Linne, 

Some time thou wast a wdl good lord s 

* Unices I amcud. f Advi^, caatad, 



Some time a good fellow thou bast beei^ 
And sparedst not thy gold and fee. 

Therefore ril lend thee forty pence^ 
And other forty if need be. 

And ever, I pray thee, John o' the Scalea^ 
To let him sit in thy companie: 

For well I wot thou hadst his land. 
And a good bargain it was to thee. 

Up then spake him John o' the Scales, 
All wood he answer'd him afain : 

Now Christ's curse on my head, he sayd. 
But I did lose by that bargain. 

And here I proffer thee, heir of linne, 
Before these lords so fair and free. 

Thou shalt have it back again better cheap* 
By a hundred marks, than I had it of toee* 

I draw you to record, lords, he said. 
With that he gave him a gods-pennie : 

Now by my fay, sayd the heir of Linne, 
And here, good John, is thy paonie. 

And he pnll'd forth three baggs of gold. 
And layd them down upon the board: 

All woe begone was John o' the Scales, 
So shent he cold say never a word. 

He told him forth the good red gold. 

He told it forth with little din. 
The gold is thine, the land is mine. 

And now Vm again the lord of Linne* 

Says, have thou here, thou good fellow. 
Forty-pence thou didst lend me: 

Now I am again the lord of Linne, 
Apd forty pounds I will give thee. 

IL S 
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Now wdl-iHlay ! fajrdi Joan o' tlie Sate; 

Now wellHHday 1 and woe b mjr life 1 
Yesterday I was lady of Linne» 

Now rm but Jowi o' the Scales hit 



Now fare thee well, sayd the hor of Linne; 

Farewell, good John o' the Scales, said he: 
When next I want to sell my land. 

Good John o' the Scales rll come to thee* 



» » »»i»»»i»»> 



SIR JOmi SUCKLING'S CAMPAIGNS. 

Sia John he got him an ambling na^ 

In Scotland for to ride-a. 
With a hundred horse more, all his own lie swore. 

To guard him on every sido«. 

No Errant-knight ever went to figh^ 

With half so. gay a bravada, 
Had you seen but his look, you'd hare sworn on a bool} 

Hee'ld have conquered a whole Armada. 

The Uufies ran all to the vnndows to see 

So gallant and warlike a s^t-a, 
And as he pass'd by, they said vndk a a^ 

Sir John, why will you go figbt-a ? 

But he, like a cruel knight, spurred on; 

His heart would not relentHi, 
For, till he came there, what had he to fear? 

Or why should he repent*«? 

The King (God bless him !) had angular hopes 

Of him and all his tioop-at 
The borderers they, as they met him on the way. 

For joy did hpUow and whoop-a. 
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None lik'd him to well, as his own colondly 

Who took him for John de Wert-a,* 
But when there were shows of gunning and blows. 

My gallant was nothing so pert-a. 

For when the Scots army came within ught. 

And all prepared to fight-a. 
He ran to ids tent, they askM what he meant. 

He swore he must needs go sh-te-a. 

The oolonell sent for him beck again. 

To quarter him in the van-a. 
But l^r John did swear he would not oome there, 

To be kill'd the very first man-a. 

To cure his fear he was sent to the rear, 

Some tell miles back and more-«; 
Where Sir John did play at trip and away. 

And near saw the enemy more-a. 

But now there is peace, he's returned to encrease 

His mon^, which lately he spent-a. 
But his lost honour must fie sdll in the dust; 

At Berwick away it went-a. 

• AGenaansenenlof great leputatiao, and Qm tenor of the Rreocb 
Sn the reign of LouitXIir 

Tlie benk, and, ai lome would have it, the antbor of this biting mad. 
Bigal, was Sir Jcdin SocUIng, a wittr, but obscene poet of that day, who 
to show his loyalty, or if you nill his love of arbitrary power, raised a 
troop of horse for tlie service of his master Charles I. so richly accoutred 
that it cost him ^612,000. The king's army was mdeed q>lendid]y equipped, 
but It was by no means aide to cope with the hardv Scots, who, ^tn less 
of scarlet aad gold, had a great deal more of sound principle and soldierly 
hardihood. Charles, when he surveyed his splendid retinue of devoted 
Mlowers, and summed their number, as a great, though somewhat un- 
courtly, poet has represented the archdesUoyer Satan, on a supposed 
similar occasion, feU his heart hardening, and though he gloried ex« 
tilting in his strength, he oould not deny himself the pleasure of a J<Ae 
upon the poor Soots. ** Alter all'* said he *«tbe rogues cannot fail to fight 
stoutly If it were only to come at the Englishmen's fine dothes.** Many. 
of bis Englishmen, however, and among the rest this Sir John and hia 
sploMiid troops took the bint, and by a timely flight kept their fine dothet 
outofdaofer. Had Sir John been a Vtasbyterian or an Indepcodeot, he 
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had. nodoufaC, ftandanlaeeia tl«.dote«t«lBof Bufter, andwouU c«. 
tainiy have filled it much better than many of the honcwt men tliat arc 
there, but bebig-engaged in the divine caM$e qf tyranny^ spiritual and 
iemporait hh weaniess was kindly overlooked, and these vecMs, serere 
as tney are, were given out, in order to ttu^ a little their savcasn, as hav. 
hyi beat written by hinudf I Thetr author appears to have been Sir Jobn 
Biennis, in whose worics they are found— London, printed, 1656. 



BANNOCKBURN. 

An Heroic BaUad, 

FftOM the ocean emerged bmht PheebuB*9 ray; 

Big with the importance of Bannockburn's day; 

To deck out the pomp, of the broad shining fi(^d. 

Which now a glittering harVest of lanced (Sd yidd. 

ResolvM on a conquest of Scotia'3 plains. 

To annex them for ever to England's domains. 

Bold Edward, with the hugest host e'er England did 

produce. 
With haughty strides advanced to dethrone Robert 

Bruce. 

From an army compos'd of an hundred thousand men, 
Well scrv'd in every article to fight upon the plain ; 
Where the whole strength of England collected you 

might see, 
Who could not dream of any thmg but certain victory. 

?o confident of success, a bard they brought aloE^^ 
'o celebrate the glqfy of thdr actions in a «ong; 
And in their retinue they brought some waggon loads of 

chains, 
To lead their Scottish captives in triumph o'er the plains. 

» » 

An Asiatic luxuiy their camp did overspread. 
Up from the meanest centinel to Edward their head; 
Of discipline regardless, the despicable few, ,. , 
They cureamt thd very sight of their numbers would 
subdue. 
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Whilsl Engliih oetlis from line to line did like to niU 

dew flee, 
The little Scottish arrov was found upon their knee» 
The aid of heaven imploring for a distreHed land; 
Then starting^ to theu* feet, they grasp'd theirweapons 

in th& hand. * 

Towards Stirling a march the lord Cli£Pord did steal. 
But the bold earl of Murray upon him did wheel; 
Their spears made such havock, tho' with foes encom- 

pass'd round, 
Hiat many gallant Englishmen lay gaq)ing on the groond. 
The sacred love of liberty did like a Eod inspire, 
And made their haughty numerous mes most prudently 

retire; 
Precipitate inglorious flight was all they could attempt, 
While th' hanly Scots harrassM their rear ahnost to 

Edward's camp. 

King Robert gave his orders in fi*ont of the line^ 
Where in refulgent armour he royally did shine. 
Which pointed him out to a bold English knight. 
Who from the rest detach'd himself with Robert for to 

fight; 
With ardour on the wings of hope, advancing w^ hia 

spear. 
But Robert with his battle-axe met him in full career, 
And thro' the temperM shining helm did cleave his hesul 

in two. 
Till reeling to the earth with a thud he did go. 

Such two successful preludes did raise king Robert's 

heart. 
And fir'd each Scottish warrior his courage to exert; 
Then brazen trumpets flourishing with peals of death 

did ring, 
Each army ioin'd in loud huzza's, and cry'd. Long live- 

our king ! 
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The httiricttne of doubtful vrar began on ev*fy Me, 
And death in every awful form did o^er the iidd prende. 
O muse ! thy kind assistance lend to paint the warlike 

scene, 
Eke description will be lost in so lofty a theme. 

From twanging strings the deadly shafts did fly as thick 
asludly 

The jav'lins, spears, and faulchions, as fiercdy did pre- 
vail. . 

Each combatant on either side such valour did di^lay, 

As on his single arm had hung the success of the day. 

Renowned diiefs.in shining steel bestrow'd the gory plain^ 

mi room was hardly left to fight for mountains of the 
slain; 

The limpid stream of Bannockburn, which wont to 
smooth to glide. 

Was totally converted to a sanguinary tide. 

As a rock in the ocean with fortitude braves 
Th' impetuous assault of the proud swelling Wjaves^ 
When with formidable efforts they beat the solid stone, 
Which repels the angry surges in white lashing foam ; 
Thus the hardy Scots intrepidly their num'rous foes 

repell'd. 
On right and left with total rout their boasted courage 

queird. 
This Edward in the centre saw, and grieved at the sight. 
To find no other safety left but in a speedy flight. 

On a hill a little distant unarmed swains beheld 
The huge devastation and carnage of the field ; 
Exulting they gave a shout which made the hills resound, 
And the fluctuating enemy did totally confound. 
A gen'ral panic then prevail'd, inglorious flight ensu'd. 
Lord Douglas with ught-armed horse most vigorously 

pursu'd. 
Till Edward reached to Dunbar, where joyously he saw 
A scurvy fishing-boat, in which he meanly sneak'd awa'» 
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Tlitts ended the dread campaign of Bdwatd the great. 
Thus vanish'd into smoke every formidable threat; 
While the riches of his camp did repay the victors toil, 
'Who gloriously expos'd their liVes to guard the Scottish 

soil. 
The generous love of liberty, our country and our laws. 
Thus fir'd our noble ancestors to fight in freedom's 

cause; 
They boldly fought for liberty, for honour and applause^ 
And defy'd the power of England's king to alter theur 

laws. 

Bannockburn Isft imlethak firei every SedttUh boiMiiy'aflAadght be 
supposed to awaken. In all who have any thing like' poetic ibniration. 
«3(Mioepti<NU the most briliant, and a flow of expression the most vivkL and 
expresaive. So far however is tliis from being the case, that writers of 
the first order have sunk into mere mettiocrity when tUey ha^'iDucbed 
upon it, while those of mediocre powers have generally tallen into the 
most childish and contemptible puerility. Nor can it well be otherwise 
upon a theme so important and so <Hearlv understood^ the liidn mnativc 
or which perfectly nils tl>e imagination, leaving no room lor the Inusiona 
of &ncy or the embellishraents of art. Whoever has stood upon the Boa*- 
SUme (the stone into which the colours of ttie Scottish army were fixed on 
tbet inemonU>le day) and cast his eye over that field forever con^ecRated to 
Independance and Liberty, has a nuicy widiout fircv and a heart without 
feeting, if he was not in a state of rapturous extaoy which left all poetry 
imnoeasurably behind it. The foregomg Ballad, though not by an j meant 
equal to the sulriect, is not without merit; but the best poeUcalaescrip- 
U<m of the Battle of Bannockbum, is, probably, the okiest. that of Bar. 
iKHir ; and perhaps the only piece it has called forth altogether worthy of 
Che aubject, is that inimitable effUsion by Buns, 

Scots I wha hae wi' Wallace bled ; 
Scots I wham Bruce has aften led j 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to victorie I 

Now's the day and now*s the hour j 
See the front o' battle lower ; 
See approach proud Edward's power— 
Chauis and »laveric I 

Wha will lie a tnUtor knave ! 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Coward! turn and fiee! 

Wha for Scotland** king and law 
Frsedom's swoid will stronglf di»w» 
Free-man stand, or free>mail ft » 
Caledonian i onwi*mf! 
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Br jour soM In MrvitoouiiisI 
w« wUl dnin oar deireil ntah 
ButUiegrihaUbefreel 

Illy the proud oturpcn low I 
IVruiti an in cverr fiwi 
ItfMrty't In every blowf 
OMRwd, doovdtarl 

FAIR ANNIE OF LOCHBOYAN* 

* WHA will shoe my fair foot, 
And wha will gloye mj han' ? 

And wba will lace mj middle jioop 
W? s newHoaade London h«a* ? 

* Or wha will kemb my yeSow hair 
W? a new-made siver kemb? 

Or ^HiaMl be fadier to my youne beim. 
Till lore Gr^gor come haroer* 

* Ypur fatber^l pboe your fair foot^ 
Your mother glove your han' ; 

Your lister lade your middle jimp 
W? a new-made London ban'; 

* Your brethren will kemb your yellow hair 
Wr a new-made stiver kemb; 

And the Kmg o* Heaven will father yonr batm^ 
Till love Gregor come hame.** 

^ O gin I had a bonny ship. 

And men to sail wi' me. 
It's I wad gang to my true love. 

Sin he winna come to me !" 

Her father's gien her a bonny ship, 

And sent tier to the stran' ; 
She's taen her young son in her arms. 

And turn'd her back to the lan^ 



tERie faadna been on the sea fldlih* * ^ 

About a month or more, 
Till landed has she her bonnie ship 

Near her true-love's door. 

The nioht was dark, and the wiAd bfeW ctiH^ 

And her love was fast asleep, 
And thi^ bairn that was in her twa afibs 

Fu' sair b^gan to greet 



t 



^ '» 



Lang stood she at hef tnie-l6ve*s door, 

And lai^ tirPd-at Hie pin; 
At length up gat h|s fimse. mother. 

Says, '* Wha's Hiat wad be in ?*• 

^ O, it tt Annie of Lochroyan, 

Your love, come o'er the sea. 
But and your yonng son In her arms^ 

So open the door to me.*' 

^ Awa, Kw% ye ill woman, , 
You're nae come nere for gude; 

You're but a witch, or a yih warlock. 
Or mermaid o' the flude." 

** Vm nae witch or vile warlock. 
Or mermaiden,*' said she ;— 
*** Tm but your Annie of Lochroyan;— 

open the door to me P* 

^ O gin ye be Annie of Lbcbroyan, 

As I trust not ye be. 
What taiken can ye gie that e'er, 

1 kept your compauie ?" 

^ O dinna ye mind, love Gregor," she aayi, 

** Whan we sat at the wine. 
How we changed the napkins frae our necks, 

ItTs nae sae lang sinsyne? 
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^ And yoon WW ffbde» and giidt enom^ 

But nae sae guae w roine; 
For youn was o' the cambrick dear. 

But mine o' the nlk sae fine. 

" And dinna ye roind^ love Gregor,** ike mp, 

^ As we twa sat at diDe, 
How we cbaitt|^d the rii^ firae our fingei^ ' 

And I can wew thee thine: 

<■ And yoon was ffode, and glide enoiig^ 

Yet nae sae gude as mine; 
For yoon was o' the gnde red goud, 

Bttt mine o' the (fiamonds fine. 

* See open the door, now, love Gn^gor^ 
And open it wi* qpeed; 

Qryotir young son, that is in my arms^ 
ra cauld wSl soon be dead." 

* Awa, awa, ye iU woman; 
Gae free my door for shame, 

For I hae gotten anither finr loye» 
8ee ye may hieyou kame.*' 



* O hae ye gotten anither hSa love. 
For a* the oaths you sware? 

Then fiire ye wed, now, fiuise Gr^or» 
For me ye's never see mair !*' 

O, booly hooly gaed she back. 

As tlie day began to peep; 
fllie set her foot on good ship board. 

And sur sair did uie weep. 

* Tak down, tak down the mast o* gond^ 
Set up the mast o* tree; 

HI sets it a forsaken lady 
To sail eae gallantlie» 



^TAdamiit tak down tlie trfli o* rilk, 

Set UD the sails o* dkini 
III sets tne outside to be gay, 

When there's sic grief wkhin T 

Love Gregojr started ftae his sle^ 

And to his mother did say, 
^ I dreamt a dream this night, nuther. 

That makes my heart ridit wae; 

^ I dreamt that Annie lOfLocfaroyaii^ 

The flower o' a* her kin, 
Was standin* mournin* at my door. 

But nane wad let her in* 

* O there was a woman stood at the dooi^ 

WP a bium indll her arms; 
But I wadna let her within the bower. 

For fear she had done you harm.** 

O qinddy, ^ckly n&e he up^ 

And fast ran to the strand; 
And there he saw her, Uat Anni^ 

Was sailing firae the land. 

And ^ heigh, Annie !** nnd ^ how, AnniM 

O, Annie, winnayebide?** 
But ay the louder that he cried ^ Anme/* 

The higher rair'd the tide. 

And^hd^, Annie!" and^how, Amuat 

O, Annie, speak to me !** 
But ay the louder that he cried * Anni^'* 

The louder rairM the sea. 

The wind grew loud, and the sea grew rov^ 
And the ship was rent in twain ; 

And soon he saw her, fiiir Annie, 
Come floating o*er the mun. 



He saw. If i^ ycmDg soil ii»< her anvs, 
Baith toss'd aboon th« tlde$ 

He wrang his hands, and fast he ran*. 
And pTunge4 iii d^e iifsft s«a wle. 

He catchM her by the ycjlov b«n* 
And drew her to the fttrand; 

Bat cauld and stiff was everj' liinW 
Before he reachM the land. 

O first he >ist her cherry <^^K 
And syne he kist her chhiV 

And sair he .kist her ruby lips; 
But there was nae breadi withio» 

O he has mouniM o'er fiur Anqje* 
Till the sun was gan^g down; 

Syne wi* a sich his heart it brast,' 
And his saul to heaven has fiowD. 



Of thli rery pathetic Ballad them are « pwat Tarifiy «t*Sfe?!«*^' 
Ing conriderablyftom ewh other, and, «H ^MJ-f^ft. HSSL,- T «' 
bearing evident marks of modem improrement Eren thto, wWcli M/row 
Jamieson** popular BaUads, aad ooptod fram a MS. ooUeetoon of pfwn^ 
Scott'g of Abeideen, though certainly among the most pleasing of ^ thoe 
various editions, is not without strong appearances « jn«?I»»'^°°; 
Though upon the whole the language is concise and natural, it isnoi 
without extiraTagancies that dvtract considerably from its general merttt. 
liochroyan the^ne of th^ foem is in Galloway, aplaojwlltfe, I am- 
pect, it could never be other than ridiculous to speak <w.a^*5 JlSS\» "^ 
of flowd" and »* sails o* silk.- Gowd seems to be an object of pecuBar veo- 
eration with the bards of that quarter, particularly with »0S»«K^'«V!.? 
of ancient song, and to some one of this Phito-loving brotberft^od, lwi. 
pect we are indebted for these splendid stanzas, and not to the apparenuy 
almple author of the original Ballad. ... v u v. j .v- -~wi 

Bums has made this story the subject of a song, wbUjh has »» Oegoai 
fortune to be set to very fine music, but is^ not. certainly to be«laned a- 
mong the more happy effUsions of hU muse. Tbe late PeterPind|w, auat 
JDr. mieoi has also tried his band upon tfi e same ttibjert, with Btde b(*. 
tersuoeeH. Tbe old Ballad must «tiU be aUowed to be fairtjr woitii ttaen 
both. 
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SATIRE ON THE AGE. 

QuHAia 18 the blj^tbnes that hes bdn, 
Bayth in bui^h» and landwart, sein 
Amang lordis, :and ladeis schein ; 

Dansing, singing; game, and play? 
Bot well I wait nocht quhat thay mein; 

All merrines is worae away. 

For nou I heir na wourde of Yule, 
In kirk, on ca^say, nor in skull, 
Lordis lat thair kitchings cule; 

And drawis thatne to the Abbay: 
And scant hes ane to keip thdr mule. 

All houshalding is wome away. 

I saw BO gysars all this yeir, 

Bot— idrkmen cled lyk men of w^; 

That never cunimb in the queir : ' 

Lyk ruffians' is thair array : 
Topreitche and tdtche, that will not lor^ 

The kirk gudis thai waste away. 

Kirkmen^ aitbir, war gude of lyf; 
Preitchet, tdtchit, and stauncnit stryf. 
Thai feint nocher swerd nor knyf 

For laif of God, the suith to say. 
All bbnorit thame, bayth man and wyf ; 

Devotioun wes nocht away. 

Our fieulers wys war, and discihelt ; 
Thai had bdyth fionour, men, and meit. 
With luif thai did thair tennents treit; 

And had aneuch in press to lay. 
Thai wahtit nother malt, nor quheit; 

And merrines was nocht away. 

IL T 15 
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Aod we bald nother Ynle^ nor^FBoes 
Bot sdk our meit from place to fdaeer 
And we haye notber lidL nor grace; 

We gar our landu dowbii pay: 
Our tennffnts cty * Akce ! Alaoe! 

' That reoth and petie is away !* 



Now we hare mair, it is wdl kend^ 
Nor our forbearis bad to spend; 
Bot far les at tbe yetris end: 

And nerer bes ane merie day. 
God wOl na nrches to us send, 

Sa long as honour is away* 



We wabt far mair now, lyk vane fiilis^ 
We, and our page, to turse our muliflb 
Nor thai did than, that held grit Yulis; 

Of meit and drink sud nerer nay. 
Thai bad lang formes quhair we hare 

And jaerrines wes nocht away. 



Of our wanthrifl smn wytis playis; ^ 
And sum thair wantoun vane arrayis ; 
Sum the wyt on thair wyfis layis. 

That in the court wald gang sa gay ; 
And care nocht quha the merchand payis, 

Qubil pmrt of land be put away. 



The kirkmen keipis na professioun. 

The temporale men commits oppressiooir, 

Puttand the puir from thair possessioun; 

Na kynd of feir of God have thai. 
Thai cummar bayth the court, and sessions 

And chasis cbantie away. 
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QuheB ane of thame gosteniawfang. 
We cry for justice heid and hang: 
Bot, quhen our naghbours we our-gang^ 

We lawbour iustice to delay. 
Affectioun blindis us sa lang, 

All equitie is put away. 



To mak actis we have sum f&l ; 
God wait pS that we kelp thame 
W« cum to bar with jak of steil^ 

As we wald boist the juge and ^fiayt 
Of sic jusdce I have na skeil ; 

Quhair rewle, and order, is away« 



Our laws ar lichtleit, for abusioun 
Sumlyme is clokit with colusioun. 
<Quhilk causis.of bli^legrit effusioun. 

For na man sparis now to slay. 
Quhat bringis cuntries to confusioun, 

Bot quhair that justice is away ? 



Quha is to wyte^ quha can schaw us? 
<2uha, hot- our nobils, that suld knaw us. 
And till honoundiil diddis draw us? 
■^ Lat never comoun weil decajr; 
Or els sum mischief will be&w us, 
And nobilnes we put away. 



Put our awn laws to execution ; 
Upon trespasses mak punitiouni 
To crewel folk seik na remission. 

For peac and justice lat us pra^r; 
In dreid sum strange new institutioun 

Cum, and our custome put away. 



Anend your lyvis, ane, and dl; 
Eh bewar of ane saddane fall. 
And pray to God, that mdd us all,, 

To send us joy that lestis ay; 
And lat us nocht to nn be thndl; 

Bot iMit all vyce, aad wnmg, away. 
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Sum wy&»«f thebuvroustoiio 
Sa wondir vane ar, and frantonn^ 

In warI4 thay wait not quhat to weir; 
On claythis thay wair raonye a croun ; 

And fdl for newfangilnes of geir. 

Thwr bodyes braveCe fllf^ attyfir. 
Of carnal lust to c^ the fyir. 

I fairlie quby thai have no feir 
To gar men deime quhat thay dcByrej 

And aU for newfangilnes of genr. 

Thair gouns [fou] coistlie trimlie traillis; 
Biurrit with velvous, sleif, ndc, tuUis^ 

And thair fotrskirt ot nUds seirt 
Of f^^nest oamrocfae thair fuk sailli^; 

And all fiv newfiiogikicB c^geir,. 

And of fyne silk thair furnt ckukis. 
With hin^eand sleivis^ lyk geill[K>ik»» 

Na peiching wiU gar thame foirbeir 
To weir all thing th^t sinne provoikis; 

And aU for newfimgilnes of geir» 

Thair wylecots man weiU be bewit^ 
Broudrit richt braid, with pasments sewit* 

I trow, qoha wald the matter vp&r. 
That thanr gudmen had caus to rew it» 

That evir tiiidr wyfei wair lic geir* •. 



Tlmir woTin hois of silk ar icfaawio* 
Btirnt abone witk tasteis drawio : 

With gartens of ane new maneirj 
To gar tnair courtlines be knawio; 

And all for newjangilnea of geir« 

fiumtyme thay will bdlr up tfaair gown, 
To schaw thair wylecot hingeand down; 

And sumtyme bayth thav will upbeir. 
To schaw thair hois of blak or broun j 

And all for newfiuogiliies of geir. 

Thair collars, careats, and hals beidis 1-^ 
With velvet hats heich on thair beidis, 

Coirdit with gold lyik ane younkeir, 
Broudit about with goldin threidis; 

Andallfor newfangUnet ofgeir. « 

Thair schone ofvelvot, anddi«r muillisi— 
In kirk thai ar not content of stuillis. 

The sermon quhen thay sit to heur ; 
Bot earyis cuschiags lyik vaioe fuillis: 

And all for nei^uxgihiea of geir« 

I mein of nane t^air honour drdcfis^^— • 
Quhy sottld tha^ not have honest weidii^ 

To thair estait doand effeir ? 
I mein of thame thair stait exceidis; 

And all for newi^uogilnes ofgeir. 

For Buratyrae wyfes sa grave hes beiii» 
Lyk giglets cled vald not be sein.— 

Of bur^' wyfes thoch I speik heiij 
Think weil of all wemen I m^ 

On vanities that waistis geir. 

3 
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Thmr My wyfls ar to-deKitat 
Id fading;, fdstiiig, and bankitr 

Sum not concent ar whh nc Amr 
Ai Weill may snffioe thair estatt. 

For newmngUne} of dieir, and geir. 

And sum w31 mead mait, I boy say^ 
In myice and oroggis, on ane day. 

Nor wald tJkair mothers in ane ydr, 
Quhilk will gar moirjre pak decay, 

Quhen thay sa vamlie waist thair geir. 

Thairfoir, young wyfis speciaBie, 
Of all sic faultis hald yow fne : 

And moderetly to leif now leir 
In meit, and clayth according^e; 

And not sa yainUe waist your geir* 

Use not to skift atbcNt the gait; 
Nor na mum cfaairtis, air nor lait* 

Be na dainser, for this daii^eir 
Of Yow be tane an ill consait 

That ye ar habili to waist gdr* 

Hant ar in honest canpanief 
And «ll suspidoos places iie. 

Lat never harlot cum yow neir^ 
That wald yow Idd to leicherie. 

In houp to get thairfiHr sum gdr* 

My coumdl I g^e generallie 

To all wemen^ quhat ever thay be^ 

This lessoun for to quin per queir » 
Syne kdp it weill continuauie^ 

Better nor ony^ warUUe gdr. 
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Ldf, burges men, or all be Ifnst, 
On your .wyfi» to mak «e eoftt, 

Quhilk may gar all your bairnis bleir. 
Scho that may not want wyne and roii»ty 

Is abill for to waist sum geir. 

Betwene thanoey and nobils of blude> 
Na difference bot ane velvous huid ! 

Tbair camroche curcheis ar als deir ; 
Tbair uther claythis ar als guid; 

And thai als costlie in uther geir* 

Bot, wald grit ladyis tak gud heid 
To thair honour, and find remeid ; 

Thai suld thole na sic wyfis to weir, 
Lyk lordis wyfis, lady's weid. 

As dames of honour in tbair geir. 

I speik for ua despyt trewlie, 
(Myself am not ot faultis frie,) 

Bot that ye sould not persevdr 
Into sic folische vanitie, 

For na newfangilnes of gdr. 

Of burges* wy& thoch I speik plaine. 
Sum landwart ladyis ar als vain. 

As be thair clething may appeir j 
Werand pyer, nor tbame may gain; 

On ouir yaine claythis waistand geir. 

The foregoing two vciy curious Poems, are Uie work of Sr Riditnl 
Maitkod, who wot born fti 1496, win educated at St. Andrews, went t» 
France to study law, and on his return became a favourite of Jamci V. 
Before his sixty-fifth year, it anpears he had lost his sight He was not. 
ythstanding made a Senator of the College of Jostloe^ by the title of Loid 
X«thington, 12th November, 1561, and on the «Oth of December. 1S6B- 
one of the council, and Lord Privy Seal ; which otBce he held tiU Ififi?! 
when be resigned it in favour of his second son John. ' He continued a 
iMTd of Session till 1584, when he resigned, and died, Maich SOth, 1586. 

He appears to have been a man of great auiaMhty of dispoaitioik. The 
following very pleasant portrait of the venerable bard, was drawn by him. 
•elf when he had attained his eightieth year. ^ 



^ 
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Thoch fhatthifl Wuld be verte flUange; 
And theva Ims done my iowhiIb nnf^ 

And tqmd mjr fald : 
Yet waM I W, and byde ane change } 

Thoch I be aid. 

Vow me to tpulyie sum not nairii ; 
To tak my geir no captaoe cairis ;: 

Th^ar sabald* 
Yit tyme may cum, may mend my laiiis ; 

ThoGhlbeaU. 

Sum now, be force of men of weir. 
My boas, my landis, and my geir, 

Tn me thai halo, 
Yit, as I may, sail mak god cbdr; 

Thoch IbeakL 

80 wall is keQd my innocence, 
That I will not, fornane ofltoceb 

Fiyte lyk ane slcald : 
Bot thank God. and tak patienec ; 

For I am aid. 

ftor eOd, and my lnfinnitie» ^ 
Wanne clayths ar bettir fkr, for me 

TokeipAracald; 
Kor in dame Venus' ehamber be { 

Now, being aUU 

Of Venus' play past if the beit } 
For I may not the mistita beit 



Of Meg, nor Matd. 
•ane young faM I am 



For ane ypuncfaM I am net meit; 
I am sa aid. 

The fairest wenche in all this touB, 
Thoch I hir had in Mr best goun, 

Rycht braivUe br^d ; 
V^th hir I mieht not play the hmii( 

lanvsaald. 

My wyf surat^e wald talis trow. 
And mony leisings weili allow, 

^arofmetald: 
Scbo will not evndUl on me now ; 

And Isaoid. 

My hoTB, ray hemes, and my spdr; 
And all utlier, my hoisting geir. 

Now may be sidd. 
I am not abill for the weir; 

lamsaakL 



■WIU, AND j£Air 
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I thattk my Ood, I want my cne; 

' And am sa aid. 

Thoch I be sweir to ryd or gang} 
Thair i» fbmthing, Tve wantit Iiuig* 

Fane have I wald-— 
Thame punydt that did me wrang ; 

Tbochlbeald. 



SCOTL^lND'S SKAITH; OR THE HISTORY OP 

WILL ASD J£AN. 

PART FIRST. 

M^A was ance like Willie Gairlace, 

Wha in neighbouring town or form ? 
Beauty's bloom shone in his fair fiice, 
. Deadly strength was in his arm I 

Wha wi* Will could rin or wrastle? 

Throw the sledge, or toss the bar ? 
Hap what would, he stood a castle. 

Or for safety, or for war : 

Warm his heart, and mild as manfu*. 

With the bauld he bauld could be ; 
But to friends wha had their bandfu'. 

Purse and service aye ware free. . 

Whan be first saw Jeanie Miller, 

Why wl* Jeanie could compare ?"^ 
Thousands had mair braws and siller^ 

But were ony half sae fair? 
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Saft ber nnile raise like May monmigy 

Glinting o*er Demait's * brow : 
Sweet ! wi* opening cbarms adonung 

Strevlin's lovely plains below ! 

Kind and gentle was ber nature; 

At ilk place she bore the bell ^— 
Sic a bloom, and shape, and stature! 

But her look nae tongue can tell ! 

Such was Jean, whan Will first mawing, 

Spied her on a thraward beast; 
Flew like fire, and just when facing 

Kept her on his manly breast. 

Light he bore her, pale as ashes. 
Cross the meadow, fragrant, green ! 

Placed her on the new-mawn rashes. 
Watching sad her opening een.' 

Such was Will, whan poor Jean fainting 

Drapt into a lover's arms; 
Wakened to his saft lamenting; 

Sighed, and blushed a thousand charms. 

Soon they loo'd, and soon were buckled; 

Nane took time to think and rue. — 
Youth and worth and beauty cuppled; 

Love had never less to do. 

Three short years flew by fu* canty, 
Jean and Will thought them but ane; 

nka day brought joy and plenty. 
Ilka year a dainty wean. 

Will wrought sair, but aye wT pleasure; 

Jean, the hale day, spun and sang; 
Will and weans, her constant treasure, 

Blest with them, nae day seemed laiog; 

• One or the OchU hiUs, near SfcirUng. Dum-ma^it, (Gaelic), the bfll 
«r the good itrotpect. U is pronounood Dem]rit 
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Trie her house, and oh ! to busk aye 

Ilk sweet bairn was a' her pride!— > 
But at this time News and Whisky 

Sprang nae up at ilk road-«ide. 

Luckless was the hour when WHlie, 

Hame returning frae the fair, 
0*er-took Tam, a neighbour billie, 

Sax miles frae their hame and mair; 

Simmer's heat had lost its fufy; 

Calmly smil'd the sober e'en ; 
Lasses on the bleachfield hurry 

Skelping bare>foot o'er the green ; 

Labour ran^ with laugh and clatter. 

Canty hau^t was just begun. 
And on mountain, tree, and water« 

Glinted saft the setting sun. 

Will and Tam, with hearts a* lowping, 
Marked the hale, but could nae bide ; 

Far frae hame, nae time for stopping; 
^th wished for their ain fire-side: 

On the? travelled, warm and drouthy. 

Cracking o'er the news in town ; 
The mair they crack'd, the mair ilk youthy 

Prayed for drink to wash news down. 

Fortune, wha but seldom listens 

To poor merit's modest prayer. 
And on fools heaps needless blessins, 

Harkened to our drowthy pair. 

In a howm, whase bonnie bumie 

Whimperin rowed its crystal flood. 
Near the road, whar travellers turn aye« 

Neat and bield a oot-house stood ; 
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White the wa*8, m* roof new the^k» 

Window-broads just painted red ; 
Lown 'mang trees and braes it reekit^ 

Haflins seen and haflins hid; 

Up the gavel-end thick spreading 

Crap the claq[>ing ivy green, 
Back owre, firs die high craigs deading, 

RaisM a' round a cozey screen; 

Down belowy a flowery meadow 
Join'd the bumie's rambling Une;— 

Here it was, that Howe, the widow, 
This same day set up her sign* 

Brattling down the brae^ and near its 

Bottom, Will first marvMing sees 
^ Parier, Ale, and JSriHth Spirits;* 

Painted bright between twa trees. 

^ Godsake! Tarn, here's wahh for' drinking^— 

Wba can this new-comer be?*' 
^ Hoot," quo' Tarn, ** there's drouth in thinkiiig — 

Let's in, WiU, and syne we'll see." 

Nae siair time they took to speak or 

Think of ought but reaming jugs; 
Till three times in humming Uquor 

Ilk lad deeply laid his lugs. 

Slockened now, refreshed and talking, 
In cam Mc^ (weel skilled to please) 

** Sirs ! ye're surely tyr'd wi' walking ; — 
Ye maun tfiste my bread and cheese." 

•* Thanks," quo' Will;— « I canna tarry. 

Pick-mirk night is setting in, 
Jean, poor thing's! her lane and eery— 

I maun to the road and rin " 
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^ Hoot !•• quo' Tam, " what's a' the hurry? 

Hame's now scarce a mile o' gate — 
Come! sit down — ^Jean winna wearie: 

Lord ! I'm sure it's no sae late I 

Will, o'ercome wi' Tarn's oration, 

Baith fell to, and ate their fill— 
* Tam!" quo* Will, " in mere discretion 

We maun hae the widow's gill.' 



»» 



After ae ffH cam anither-^ 

Meg sat cracking 'tween them twa. 

Bang! cam in Mat Smith and's brither. 
Cardie Brown and Sandie Shaw. 

Neighbours wha ne'er thought to meet here^ 

Now sat down wi' double glee, 
Uka gill grew sweet and sweeter!—- 

Will gat hame 'tween twa and three. 

Jeui, poor thing! had laog been greetin'; 

will, next morniiw, bkiroed Tam Ix>weB, 
But ere laqg, a -weekly roeetin' 

Was set up at Maggie Howe's. 



PABT SECOND. 

Maist thinp hae a sroa' beginning, 
But wha kens how things will end? 

Weekly clubs are nae great sinning. 
If fouk hae enough to spend. 

But nae man o' sober thinking 
E'er will say that things can thrive. 

If there's spent on weekly drinking, 
What keeps wife and weans alive. 

II. U 
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Drink maun aye hae convenatioD» 

Ilka social soul allows; 
But, in this reforming; nation, 

Wha can speak without the News? 

News, first meant for state physicians. 

Deeply skUl'd in courtly drugs; 
Now, when a' are politicians, ' 

Just to set fouk by the liigs.— 

Maggie's club, wha could get nae light 
On some things that should be clear. 

Found ere lang the fault, and ae night 
Clubbed and got the Gazetteer.* 

Twice a wefek to Maggie's cot-house, 

Swith ! by post the papers fled ! 
Thoughts spring up like plants in hot-hous^ 

Bvery time the news are read. 

Ilk ane's wiser than anither, — 
^ Things are no ga'en ri^ht,*' qno' Tarn; 

** Let us aftener meet thither; 
Twice a week's no worm a d— n.** 

See them now in grave Convention, 

To mak a' things ** square and even;" 
Or at least wi' firm intention. 

To drink sax nights out o' seven. 
« 
Mid this sitting up and drinking. 

Gathering a' the news that fell; 
Will, wha was nae yet past thinking. 

Had some battles wi' himsell. 

On ae hand, drink's deadly poison 

Bare ilk firm resolve awa' ; 
On the ither, Jean's condition 

Rave his very heart in twa. 

1798?* IB^^te>)Bb Gawttoer, « TiolsiiC opporition piper» piibUthed ill 
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Weel he saw her smothered sorrow } 

Weel he saw her bleaching check 1 
Marked the smile she strave to borrow. 

When, poor thing, she could nae ^ak I 

Jean, at first, took little heed o* 

Weekly dubs 'mang three or four. 
Thought, kind soul ! that Will had need o* 

Heaitsome hours whan Ttrark was owre. 

But whan now that nightly meetings 

Sat and drank frae sax till twa ; 
Whan she faund that hard-earned gettings 

Now on drink ware thrown awa; 

Saw her Will, wha ance sae cheetie 

Raise ilk morning wi* the lark. 
Now grown,mauchless, dowf and sweer aye 

To look near his farm or wark; 

Saw him tyne his manly spirit, 

Healthy bloom, and sprightly ee; 
Apd o' love and hame ^own wearit. 

Nightly frae his family flee; — 

Wha could blame her heart's complaining? 

Wha condemn her sorrows meek? 
Or the tears that now ilk e'ening 

Blead^ed her lately crimsoned cheek ! — 

Will, wha lang had rued and swithered, 
' (Aye ashamed d past dis^ce) 
Marked the roses as they withered 
Fast on Jeanie's lovely face ! 

Marked,— and felt wi' inward racking 

A' the wyte lay on himsdl,— 
Swore next night he'd mak a breakinfc-^ 
the club and News to heUl 
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But, alas ! whan hM^t rooted. 

Few hae mtli the root to pu' ; 
Wnrs retokes were aye BODsmted, 

Promised aye^ bat aye got fou ; 

Aye at first at the convenii^. 
Moralised on what was right,— 

Yet o'er claren entertainmg 
Dovsd Bad drank till brade day4ight; 

Thbgs at length draw near an encBng^ 
Cash runs out; Jean, quite unhappy^ 

See) that Will is now past meDc&ig, 
Tynes a' heart, and taks a— drappy I 

nka drink deserves a pose^. 
Fort roaksmen rude, cuuret civil; 

Beer omks Britons stout and rosv. 
Whisky maks ilk wife — a deviL 

Jean, wha lately bore affliction 
Wi' sae medk and mild an air. 

Schooled by whisky, Irams new tricks soon^ 
Flytes, and- storms, and rugs Will's hair. 

Jean, sae late the tenderest mither. 
Fond of ilk dear daiited wean*! 

Now, heart-hardened a'thegither, 
Skelps them round frae morn till e'l 

Jean, wha vogie, loo'd to busk «ye 
In her hame-spun, thrifty wark; 

Now sells a' her braws for whisky. 
To her last gown, coat, and sark i 

Robin Burns, in monv a ditty, 
Loudly sings in whisky's praise ; 

Sweet bis sang ! — the mair's the pity 
E'er on it he wared sic lays. 



J 



Of a* the ills poor Caledonia 

E'er yet pree'd, or e'er will taste^ 

Brewed in nell's black Pandemonia, 
Whisky's ill will scaith her maist ! 

** Wha was ance like Willie Gairlace ! 

Wha in neighbouring town or farm ? 
Beauty's bloom shone in his fair face^ 

D^ly strength was in his arm ! 

** Whan he first saw Jeanie Miller, 
Wha wi' Jeanie could compare ? 

Thousands had mair braws and siller. 
But were ony half sae fair ?" 

fiee them now — ^how changed wi' drinking ! 

A' their youthfu' beauty gane ! -- 
Davered, doited, daized and blinking. 

Worn to perfect skin and bane ! 

In the cauld month o' November, 
(Claise, and cash, and credit out) 

Cowring o'er a dying ember, 
Wi' Sk face as white's a clout. 

Bond 'and bill, and debts a' stopped. 

Ilka sheaf selt on the bent; 
Cattle, beds, and blankets rouped 

Now to pay the laird his rent; 

No anither night to lodge here i 
No a friend their cause to plead! 

He ta'en on to be a sodger, 
She, wi' weans, to b^ her bread ! ' 

^ Of a' the ills poor Caledonia 
E'er yet pree'd, or e'er will taste. 

Brewed in hell's black Pandemonia, 
Whisky's iU will scaith her maist 1" 
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Berbapf linrpiodttelloiM altlier io piwe or vnM» hi^ 
ter than the I&tory of Will and Jean« It has eono ttiraugh innuinandite 
•dltloiM, and, while bv deHcacy and tarte it chama feaden of Ibe mart 
cultivated undentanduig, such ia its eaay and nafanU rimplidty, that it U 
found perfectly lerel to tine meanest capacity. 

At the same time, like almost every other work whidi baa all at onoe 
risen into nrnre than ordinary popularC^, it would be vain to deny that it 
owed much to circumstances, and haa pierliBps been rated rather higher 
than its real merits will warrant From a mistaken view of the lower or- 
d«s of society, too its effects have been prodigiouslv over^rated. The on. 
happr efR'cts of improper and immoral conduct upon domestic feSdty, are 
oertelnly therein depicted with great strength of colouring; bat wherever 
these evil habits have taken root, the axiom of the poet may flenerally be 
depended upon, ** Fewhae pith the root to uu*;** and amidst aU the hqipy 
emcts ascribed to the Poem, I believe it will be somewhat dlfflcolt to ad- 
duce one inatanoe of real lefomatlon produced by it Its hiCuenoe wiO, 
It is to be hoped, always be oonsidcrable in strengthening and confiming 
▼irtuous hatnts where they are formed or forming, and uia to fa* sure is 
much ; but that revulsion of the good senae of the public, which, in the 
course of twelve months, overwhelmed in irretrievable dimraoe, the dis- 
ci^es of Tom Paine, Fische Palmer, &c. together with the frantic acL. 
mirers oi CqitBin Johnstone, and the Edinburgh 6aaetteer,'w« with a 
huighable degree of credulity, ascribed to the sale of some fifteen thousand 
copies of Will and Jean. This idea, however, so flattering to his vanity, 
aeems to have been believed by the poet himself, and, probably, induced 
him to publish the upshot o' Will and Jean, which, though not without 
marks of that happy conception, which in Scottish composition generally 
distinguished the author, compietelv destroyed the unity of the Poem, 
and in a great measure^ annihilated its mc»al eflbct The productioas of 
the author. Hector Macneil, who died at Edinbuitrh, Mardi 15th, 1818, 
are various both in prose and verse. Will and Jean, however, with his 
Scottish Songs, wliich are admirable, are pro^ly all of hia wxithigs that 
will be inquired after by posterity. 



WATTY AND MEG; OR THE WIFE REFORMED. 

Kesn the frostf winds were bkwtn*, 
Deep the sna' had wreath'd the j^ovfghs, 

Watty, wear/t a' day sawin' 
Daunert down to Mungo filiie*i» 

pyester Jock was sitting credcy» * 

Wi' Pate Tamson o' the Hill, 
" Come awaV* quo' Johnny, *• Wathr I 

- Haith wc'sc ha'c anither gill.'* . 
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Wattyi glad to lee Jodc Jabos, 

And sae raony neibours roun% 
Kicket frae his shooa the niaw4)a*ay 

Syne ayont the fire sat down* 

Owre a broad, wi' bannocks faeapet, 
Cheese, an' stoups, and glasses stood; 

Some war roarin', ithers sleepit, 
Ithers quietly cbewt their cude. 

Jock was sellin' Fate some talloWv 

A* the rest a racket hel', 
A' but Watty, wha, poor fellow ! 

Sat and smoket by himsel'. 

Mungo fiU't him up a toothfu'. 

Drank his health and Meg's in ane; 
Watty, puffin* out a mouthhi', 

Piedg*d him wi' a dreary grane* 

« What's the matter, Watty, wi* you? 

" Trouth your chafts are fa'in in ! 
•* Something's wrang — I'm vext to see you — 

*' GudesfdLe 1 but ye're desp'rate thin 1 

** Ay," quo' Watty, " things are alter*^ 

** But it's past redemption now, 
«* L — d ! I wish I had been halier'd 

** When I marry'd Mi^gy Howe 1 

** Fve been poor, aad vest, and raggy^ 

** Try't wi' troubles no that sma' ; 
** Them I bore — but manryixig M^ggy 

** Laid the. cape-staoe o' them a'. 

^ Night and day sh^s efer ydpin', 

<* Wi' the weans she ne'er can gree, 
** When she's tir'd.wi' perfect skeipin', 

^ Then she ieei l^ie fire oil me. 
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^ See ye, Mungo t wboi she'll dash' on 
** Wi* her everlasting dack, 

** Whyles Fve bad my neive» in passioDy 
^ Liftet up to break her back!'* 

** O, for gudesake, keep firae cnffists !** 
Muiigo shook his bead and 6aid» 

•* Weel I ken what sort o' life it's; 
*^ Ken ye, Watty, how I did? 

** After Bess and I war kippFt, 
*' Soon she grew like ony bear, 

** Brak' my shins, and, when I tippl't, 
^ Harl't out my very hair 1 

** For a wee I quietly knuckl't 
^ But whan naethine would prevail, 

** Up my daes and cash I buckl't, 
^ Bess ! for ever fare ye weel. 

^ Then her din grew less and less aye^ 
^ Haith I gart her change her tune; 

** Now a better wife than Bessy 
*^ Never stept in leather shoon. 



« Try this, Watty,— Whan ye see her 
^ Raging like a roaring flood, ^ 

n 



^ Swear that moment that ye'U lea her; 
*^ That's the way to keep her gude»' 



Laughing, sangs, and lasses' skirls, 
£cho*d now out thro' the roof. 

Done ! quo' Pate, and syne his erls 
Ni|ii't the Dyester's wauket loa& 

r the thrang o' stories telling. 
Shaking hauns, and ither chear, 

Swith I a chap comes on the hallas, 
•* Mungo ! is our Watty here?" 
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Maggy*! wed-kent tongue and Imrryt 

Dartei tfaro' him Uke a knife^ 
Up the door flew — ^like a fiuy 

In came Watty'g scawlin' wife. 



^ Nasty, gude-for*miediiDg being ! 

*' O ye 8nufl^> drucken sow 1 
** Bringan wife and weans to ruin, 

* Drinkin' here wF sic a crew I 

^ De^ nor ydor Itgi war broken I 

" Sic a life nae flesh endures— 
^ Toilan like a slavey to sloken, 

** You, ye dyvor, and your 'horeil 

^ Rise ! ye dnu^en beast o' Bethel ! 

^Drink's your nisht and day's desire : 
** Rise this precious hour ! or faith Til 

** Fling youc whisky i' the fire 1" 

Watty heard, her tongue imbdli^wt, 

Pay't his groat wi' little din> 
Left the houses while Maggy fallowt» 

Flytiog a* the road bebin*. 

Fowk five erery docNr«cam* larapfal% » 

Ma^ curst them ane and a', 
Clappit wi* her hauns, and stamping \ 

Lost her bauchles i' the sua'* 

Hame, at leqgth, she tiim'd the gard, 

Wi' a face as white's a dout, 
Ragin' like a very de?il, 

Kickin' stools and chairs about. " 

^ Ye'U sit wi' your limmers round you, 

'* Hang you. Sir, I'll be your death, 
** Little bauds my hauns, confound you, 

** But I deave you to the teeth." 
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Wathr, wha midst thb oralion 
Ey d her whyles, but duntna* speak. 

Sat like patient Res'^ation 
Trem'ling by the ingle cheek. 

Sad bis wee4]rap brose be sippet, 
Maggy's tongue gaed like a bell. 

Quietly to his bed he slippet, 
Sighin* aTen to himselL 

'^ Nane are &ee fiae some vexation, 

** Ilk ane has his ills to dree; 
** But thro' a' the hale creation 

** Is a bortal vext like me." 

A* night lang'he rowt and garaitet, 

Sle^p or rest he coudna' tak; 
Ma^y, aft wi' horror hauntet, 

Mum'lan, startet at his back. 

Soon as e'er the morning peeped,' 
Up raise Watty, waefu' chiel, 

Kist his weanies while they sleepet^ 
Waiiiient Meg, and soi4;ht fareweeL 

« Fareweel,'Meg. And, oh may Heaven 

* Keep you aye within his care: 

* Watty's heart ye've lang been g^vin', 

* Now he'll never fash you mair. 

* Happy could I been beside you, 

* Happy baith at morn and e'en: 

* A* the ills did e'er bedde you, 

* Watty aye tum't out your frien'. 

* But ye ever like to see me 

* Vext and sigban, late and air. 

* Fareweel, Meg ! I've sworn to lea' th^ 

* So thou'U ni^er see me main' 
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Meg, a* sabban, sae to lose him. 

Sic a change had never wist, 
Held his haun close to her bosom. 

While her heart was like to burst 

* O my Watty, will ye lea' me, 

* Frien'less, helpless, to despair, 

* O for this ae time foi^'e me : 

* Never will I vex you mair.' 

* Ay, ye've aft said that, and broken 

* A' your vows ten times a-week. 

* No, no, Meg ! See—there's a token, 

* Glittering on my bonnet cheek. 

* Owre the seas I march this morning, 

* Listet, testet, sworn an a', 

* Forc'd by your confounded giming; 

* Fareweel, Meg, for I'm awa'.' 

Then poor Maggy's tears and clamour, 

Gusht afresh, and louder grew. 
While the weans, wi' mournfu' yaummer, • 

Round their sabban mither flew. 

* Thro* the yirth I'll waunner wi' you— 

* Stay, O Watty I stay at hame. 

* Here, upon my knees, I'll gie you 

* Ony vow ye like to name. 

* See your poor young lammies pleadin', 

' Will ye gang and break our heart ? 

* No a house to put our head in, 

* No a frien' to tak' our part.' 

Ilka word came like a bullet; 

Watty's heart begoud to shake; 
On a kist he laid his wallet, 

Dightit baith hu een and spake* 
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^ If ance mair I could by writing, 
" Lea* the sogers and stay stilt, 

" Wad you swear to drap your flytmg?" 
« Yes, O Watty, yes I wilL" 

« Then** quo* Watty, " mind, be honest r . 

** Aye to keep your temper striye; 
** Gin ye break this dreaduz' promise, 

** Never mair expect to thrive. 

^ Marget Howe ! this hour ye solemn 
" Swear by every thing tliat's gade> 

** Ne'er again your spouse to seal' him, 
** While life warms your heart and blood. 

" That ye*ll ne'er in Mungo's se^ me,*^ 
" Ne er put drucken to my name-^ 

^ Never out at e'ening steek me,— 
^ Never gloom when I come hame. 

*^ That ye'il ne^or, }Ske Bessy Miller, 
^ Kick my shins, or rug my haxr--> 

** Lastly, I'm to keep the siller. 
^ This upo' your saul ye swear?" 

•« O— h I" quo' Meg, « Aweel,'' quo' Watty, 
^ Fareweel ! fidth I'll try the seas." 

'* O Stan' rtiU," quo' Meg, and grat aye; 
•* Ony, ony way ye please." 

Maggy syne, because he prest her. 

Swore to a' thing owr again : 
Watty lap, and danc't, and kist her; 

Wow! but he was won'rous fain* ' 

Down he threw his «taff victorious; 

Aff gaed bonnet, claes, and shoon ; 
Syne below the blankets, glorious. 

Held anither Qinaey-MocMU 
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Iriw tttegoUng admirable Ballad, is the work of the late Alexander 
\^1aoa, a native of Paisley, and the celebrated author of American Or. 
nithology, perhaps the most splendid and valuable work that eyer issued 
Aram the American press. He is likewise author of a volume of Poems, 
written, partly dunnff his peregrinations through hb native country, in 
the vocataOD ot a pedlar or travelling merchant, and partly after lie had 
settled in America, where he died, in 1813, aged 48 years. He vpeara 
to have been a most accurate observer of Nature, and his descrtptions 
have an almost unrivalled fidelity : bat they axe, for the most part, taken 
ftom kyw life, and pretty generally coarse and vulgar. This, in all pro. 
babUi^ was the efffect of his circumstances; for though a pedlar's life 
may aabnl very ample and very suitable materials for poetry, as it certain, 
ly does, if any credit be due to the author of The Excursion, it is scarcely 
ppasitale to ooncdve any thing more unsuitable for a poet. I do not allude 
merely to ttie circumstance of pedlars being only a sort of privilned be|. 
gars, ror the poets have, or would gladly have been so, at least sinoe the 
days of Homer. The met, however, has the power of chusing his time 
to midce tfie attadc. ana generally contrives to oo it so as to secure at least 
a dvil denial; while the poor pedlar, plodding Aram house to house, aa 
accident leads or chance directs, Arequently has the misfortune to break in 
upon Ikmilv privacy, at the worst time imaginable. Perhaps the door has 
just been closed to keep in a yet umomOed kitten, which, as he attempts 
to enter, makes its escape with the lightning's speed, through be tw w iu 
bis legs. Perhaps the young laird has just been laid up in his cradle for 
bis forenoon nap, and the gudewife is busy preparing her kail pot, when 
the noisy salutation, which coUey has been taught to conrider it his duhr ' 
to beatow on pedlars and beggars without distinction, breaks the baim^i 
deep and the mother's temper at the same time-jperhaps she has forgot 
the Miring o* the door, ana has Just sat down to her nice tiddy Ut twal- 
houra' bite, whilk nae mortal, it was honed, wad eitber see or bear o\ 
when his rude band upon the sneck, makes her jump at onoeout of a 
week's growth, and lose the best part of her dainty, by guteing it at Abe 
haaaid of her life, or throwing it Into the ashpk to escape detection : in 
any of which cases, he is, for the most part, sure of a welcome, sucli as 
nothing but a head oflead, or a heart of stone, could, for any length of 
tira& boar up under. That poor Wilson felt keenly the disadvant^ies of 
his sitnaHon, we have in more instances than one his own direct testU 
Bony. 

It fires, it boils my vera blude. 

And sweats me at ttk pore^ 
To think how aft I'm putten wud, 

"When drawta* near a door. 
Out springs the mastiff through the mud, 

With m Cerberian roar. 
And nowling, as he really would 

Me instanuy devour 

Alive that day. 

«• Ye're come Arae 61aaco% hid, I true /' 

(The pert Gudewife presumes;) 
Tell be a ICalefiMstor too. 

Yell hae your horse and grooma. 
What dell brings taccan chaps as you. 

To lea* your wabs and looms ? 
Wi' Beggars, Packmen, and sic crew. 

Our door it never tooms ^ 

Thellve.1aDgday.** 

II. X 
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That he WM, at tbe tone tine, vBty YtMOMf en ni owd in brinting hw 
feettngi into unfaon witli liis circumatanoes, the Iblloinng linee uhlrMwri 
toa Brither pedlar, to which many like paaaaget migfattie added!, wU de. 
UMmitrat^ 

Lang nay thou, aye right snug an* dry, 

Fkae Banu be Icept aback, 
^Vhare Tinkler Wives, an' Benaxs ly. 

An' rain seeps through the tnadc 
Aft may rome canty kintra wife. 

Whan hunger wrings thy painches. 
Draw through her cheese the muckle kniJi^ 

An* itap uy pouch wi' lunches 

O* scons, that day. 

tToAntuoately for his personal comfbrt, but fortunatdy for his fSune, he 
aeems not to have nucceeded. Disappointntent followed upon disappoint, 
ment, which drove him at last to seek shelter in the New World, where, 
though fortune did not flow upon him, he yet found a pursuit which bad 
euffieient attiactions to ensure nis unremitted attention, andfUlly to devel- 
ope all the qualities of his mighty mind. His Ornithology has secured 
him a (ftace among the first order of Naturalists, and, while the language 
in which it is written endures, Watty and Meg will secure him a station 
beside the first of Scottish Foets. 

Notwithstanding the ardour of his studies, after he went to America, 
he stiU continued to make poetry an occasional amusement, and several 
of his pieces, were, firum time to time, ^v^ri to the public. Of these tbe 
reader Is presented with the following as a specimen. 

THE AMERICAN BLUE BIRD. 

** When winter's cold tempests and snows are no more* 
Green meadows and tirown iurrow*d Adds reappearing. 

The fishermen hauling their shad to the shore. 
And doud.cleaviBg geese to the Lakes are asteertng i 

When first the lone butterfly flits on the wing. 
When red grow the maples, so fresh and so pleasing, 

O then comes the Blue-bird, the Herald or l^ng. 
And hails with his warbiings the charms of the season. 

Then loud piping frogs make ttie marshes to ring ; 
Then warm glows the sunshine^ and fine Is the weatiiers 

The Uue woodland flowers Just beginnins to spring, 
And spicewood and sassafras budding together : 

O then CO your gardens, ye housewives, repair 1 
Your walics border up ; sow and plant at your leisure j . 

The blue-bird will chant from hh box such an air. 
That all your hard toils will seem truly a {Measure. 

He flits thro' the orchard, he visits each tree. 
The red flowering peach and tbe apple's sweet mosionis ; 

He snaps up destroyers wherever they be. 
And seises the caitifl[a that lurk in their bosoms ; 

He drags the vile grub firora the corn it devours; 
The worms from their webs where they riot and welter }. 

His Song and his Services fireely are ours. 
And ail that he aska is, in summer a shelter. - - 
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1lM pMriunaD k pkM*d when b« glanui iB hi! tNibi» 
Vow MarchiDg the fUrrow»— iiow mounting to cheer him ; 

The gard'ner delighto In his sweet dmole strain. 
And ieans on his spade to survey and to near him ; 

The slow lingVIng schoolboys forget thevll be chide, 
"While gasing intent as he warbles liefbre 'em 

In mantle <tf sky-blue* and bosom so red. 
That each little loiterer seems to adore him. 

"When all the cay scenes of the summer are o*er, 
And Autumn slow enters so silent and sallow. 

And milliom of warblers, that charm'd us befon^ 
Baye fled in the train of the sun-seeking swallow ; 

The Blue4)ird. forsaken, yet true to his home, 
8tiU lingers, anci looks for a milder to>morfow. 

Till forc'd by the horrors of winter to roam. 
He sings his adieu in a lone note of sorrow. 

"While ^»ring*s lovelv season, serene, dewyy warn, 
"HiC green face of earth, and the pure bhie of heaTto, 

Or Jove's native music have influence to charm. 
Or sympathy*s glow to our feelings are riven, 

Still dear to each bosom the Blue-bird shall be; 
His voice, like the thrillings of hope, is a treasure | 

For, thro' bleakest storms, if a calm he but see. 
He comes to romind uis of sunshine and pteaauMl I* 
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As thus we wandety hand in hand. 
Along the pebble-cover'd strand; 

howy my dear, should we improve. 
The swiftly flying hour of love. 
'Twas by the altar's sacred rays, 

1 first beheld thy beauty's blaze; 
Upon that brow of light they fell-* 
I mark'd, and lov'd &ee Isabel. 
Timid as doe, thy ^ende eye 
.Was meekly rais'd m ecstacy. 
And from thy peerless bosom rose> 
The sigh that pled for souls' repose — 
I heard the smother'd strain ascend, 

I saw thee lowly, — earnest bend; 
And ever since, believe me, maid. 
Have thought and hncf with thee stayed. 
O while the night around me lowers. 
While morning's bairn each sense o'erpowen> 



Whib t!ie nidjB tenopeft sweep llie piail^ 
Or calmneM nts upon Che main : 
Sdil will this heart so proudly fond 
Be seal'd by nature's purest bond. 
And its warm blood to linger never. 
In passion's stream, flow, ever — ever-* 
Then mdden if this tongue hath err'd. 
And I have told and you have hear/i 
What nor to hear nor tell was right, 
(As you must know so erudite :) 

pardon maiden, ne'er again 
Willlie indulged so fond a strain-^ 
For if by nght we may not -guess. 

The tongue should ne'er love's hope express,-— 
Gone be your fears, my fair one said,— 

1 am no unobserving maid. 

For you have told what I did know, 
Inform'd by sight, long — ^long ago. 

BALLAD. 

For the ptoMuie aflbnled by this and the fotlowing very bemtSAil Httle 
pieoeB, my mden are indebted to Mr. A. Lmng, a gmtlemaa with 
whom many of tbem, I doubt not, an already fitmUiar, froat Ua Taii> 
oua and excellent Sd^ inserted in The Harp of Caledonia. 

Tho' dowie's the winter, sae gloomie an' drear, 
O ! happy we've been thro' the dead o' the year; 
An' bUthe to sic beild as the bare rowan gave; 
O ! mony a night bae we stowen frae the lave. 

Now the spring-^me has tane the lang e'enin's awa*. 
We maunna be seen, an' less aften FU ca'; 
But May-day is cornin', our weddin' an' a', 
Sae wearie na, lassie, tho' I bide awa'. 

Our gigglet young hizzies are sairlie mistane; 
They ken at the Place wi' his honour Fve been. 
An' tane the pjough-haudin^ o^ bonnie Broomlee^ ' 
But thc7 ken na wba's comia' to baud it wi' me. 
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They ken P tho-c^enlii's Pm aften fnie' hame; 
They say wi' a lass, as I leak na to them ; 
They jamph an' they jeer, an' they banter at xne, 
An' twenty they've guess'd o', bat never guessM thee. 

rU sing the hale day, whan your cottage I'm near; 
I'll whistle whan plewin', as faPs you can hear; 
An' ay whan I see you, gin nae bodie see, 
I'll blink to my lassie^my lassie to roe. 

An' sae till that time, baith at kirk an' at fair. 
In taiken o' tnte-lttDe, dear lassie ye'll wear 
The green streamin' rockley, my fairin' to thee,-* 
An' I the white owerlay ye giftit to me. 



JEAN OF ABERDEEN. 

Ye've seen the blooming rosy brier. 

On stately Dee's wild woody knowei ; 
Ye've seen the opening lily fair. 

In streamy Don's gay broomy howes; 
An' ilka bonnie flower that grows 

Amang their banks an' braes, sae green- 
These borrow a' their finest hues 

Frae lovely Jean of Aberdeen. 

Ye've seen the dew-ey*4 bloomy haw, 

When morning gilds the welkin high; 
Ye've heard the breeze o' simmer blaw. 

When e'ening steals alang the sky; 
But brighter far is Jeanie's eye. 

When we're araang the braes alane^-v 
An' softer is the bosom«4igh 

Of lovely Jean of Aberdeen, 

Tho' I had a' the vallies gay, 

Around the airy Bennachie ; 
^n' a' the fleecy flocks that stray, 

Amang the lofty hills o' Dee s 
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While nwDi'fy lifts Imt itidtiilg 0^ 

An' hope unfolds her fiaiy soene^ 
My heart, wi' them, Vd freely gie 

To lovely Jean of AbenkeQ. 

ADAM GLEN.« 

Paukie Adam Glen, 

Piper o' the clachan, 
Wium he stoitet ben 

Sairly was he pechan; 
Spak a wee, but tint his win' ; 
Hurklet down, an' hostit syne; 
Blew his beik, an' dightit!s een; 

An' whaisled a' fo^oughen. 

But his coughin done, 

Cheerie kyth'd the bodie — 
Crackit like a gun. 

An' leugh to auntie Madie;^ 
Cried " my callans name a spring, 
* Jingkm John' or ony thing, — 
For weel I'd like to see the fling 

O' ilka lass and kiddie." 

Blyth the dancers flew ; 

Usquabae was plenty ; 
Blyth the piper grew, « 

Tho' shakin' bands wi' mneiy; 

m Adam Glen, was long a favoarite in every Iknner*! ha*. TiliBtew and 
fUr, in the west ot Angus^ite. - He vaa an exodlflnt perfoniMr on the 
bagpipe, a faithAal xeciter of our ancient Ballads and every way an ec- 
centric character. In the memorable year of Har'i rebellion, be |olned 
the battalion of hiaoowity on Its march to SherUDautir; aac^ 

** When Ai^us and FIAmcn 
.Ban for their Mfr , man*** 

he remahied behind windhtg bis warlike inatrumcnt hi the ftont and tm 
cf the enemyr-«nd Ibll on the field of bafcUe, November the laUb, 1715^ 
In the ninetieth year of his age. A few months orior to hla death, he 
espoused his nghth wife, a maiden lady of forty>Bve, <m wMdi cUcun- 
itance the Ballad is founded. When rallied on the pumbqr of hie wives, 
he replied, Iq his ovftl ptxutiar way, *• Ac kist comia* ID if wlitli twa 
faunout.'* 



Seveft tinci hk brkU vow. 
Ruthless fate bad broken thro' : 
Wba wad tbocht his comm' now 
Was for our maiden aaatie. 

She had ne*er been sought, — 
Cheerie hope was fadin'; 

Dowie is the thocht 
To live an' dee a mslden. 

How it comes we dinna ken, 

Wanters ay maun wait their ain; 

Madge is hecht to Adam Glen, 
An' sane we'll hae a weddin'. 



THE CANNY COURTSHIP. 

Come down to the wooin' dear laddie. 

Come down to the wooin' at e'en; 
An' gin ye can win my auld daddie ! 

We'se sune make tf bridal 1 ween ! 
'Tis true we hae baith a beginnin', 

Tho' nane o' his sOIar we see; 
But the guidwili is ay worth the winnin'. 

Whan there's mair na guidwisbes to gie. 

Ye'U leave a' your luve-tales aliint ye^ 

This night a new leman is thine f 
'Tis nae the feul lassie o' twenty ! 

*Tis wylie threescore an' fyfteen — : 
Ye'U crack awa doucely an' canny, 

O' markets, o' farmin', an' flocks, 
Ye'U ruse up the days o' your granny ! 

Auld fashions an' auld fashion'd fouks ! 

« 

An' whan ye maun wiss him guid-e'enin', 

I winna be far out o' view, 
I'll oome frae my dairy or spinnin'. 

An' gang out the loanin' wi' you ! 
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An' gin the aukl iKMfiifs nae gloomifl*, * 
Gin nane o' his tauntin* be flings ; 

Niest FricU^ yeni ca* i' the giaaniin'. 
An' overly speik about ttS^gsi — 

But gin you ^ee stormie leaks brewin% 

Ye*Il on i* the auldfarran' strain, — 
An' we'll tak anither week's wooin'J 

Syne cannily try him again! 
I've heard my ain mither declarin'. 

An' wha cou'd hae kend him sae weeK?" 
My father wad lead wi' a haim. 

But wadna be ca'd for the de^il* 



JAMIE. 

My Jamie is the fairest lad» 

The maids o' Logie ever saw ; 
My Jamie is a blvthsome lad, 

fiat wae's my heart he's gane awa! 
How lanely now the e'enings seem. 

When lads around the ingle draw—^ 
Hiis flitdn' time's a waefu' dmel 

A waefu' time to mony twa! 

But cheery Hope ^11 comfort lea'; 
. An' wing the lazy hours awa; 
Till faithfii' Jamie come again. 

When merry Yule-day gathers a* ; 
An' when he wins anither fee. 

He'll plenish out a bonnie ha'— 
An' tin the day — ^the day we dee. 

He'll tak me home for guid an' a*. 



JOiiNY 2E MAUN COM AGANS. 

In the old ScotHth manner* 
Jomrr te maun com agane, 

Johny ze mann com agane ) 
Jeany zit wyll bee zour aynej 

Johnyze maun com agane* - • 
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Wi maoM Jieidiiir tykoe fchy; 
Thevileft luke and laythfii' ^e^ 
.Qwdiilk 18 the bascbfu' ni^doiib myt 
Johny se maun cam igaoe. 

Mm V ae maan com agane, 

Joaa;^ ae maun com i^ane $ 
Jeany at wyll bee zour ayne^ 

Jobny qiuian zou com agane. 
He raise zou wiel and speik zou faire^ 
Hecht hir geir and'mekle maire» 
And aa the maydon wi wyll weer, 

Johny quhan zou com agane. 

Johnv ze maun com agaa^ 

Jonny tt maun <eom agane; 
Jeany scho wyli bee zour ayne^ 

Johny ^han zou com agane* 
A mytheris feiris dob oth begya— 
FreiKis and fuleis ar flokkin yn ; 
Busch ze bra and Jeany wyn». 

Johny quhan ze com agane^ 

Johny ze maun com agane, 

Johny ze mauo com agane; 
Jeany wyll bee a' zour ayne, 

Johny quhan zou com agane. 
A nakkit luve richt Stune growls rauld— > 
Bot quhan bein yn byre and fauld, 
Wi grow yn luve als wi grow auld— 

Johny ze maun com agane. 

THE HILLS OF^THE DEE. 
Tho' fair are the maids in the vale of Strathmore» 
And sweetly the wild woodland melodies pour; 
Tho' flowery the steadow, and fragrant the grove. 
And fondly they whisper— Oh 1 tarry and love — 
The love they would own they will never obtain ; 
rii bid them farewell e*er the summer again-*- 
And then my dear Ellen, Fm coming to thee, 
to wander no more from the hiHs of the Dee« 
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O bright is the landscape in memory's ey^. 
The valley so deep, and the monnfiiiin so high; 
The wild heath, the hazel, the birch, and the pine. 
The hill-bom stream, -and the rocky ravine — 
Where my hopes and affections witjk EDen are stayM, 
Where in mutual endearment we often have strayM; 
From the first beam of day oo the eastern sea ; 
To its last setting ray on the luSh of the Dee.* 



THE BRAES OF MAR. 

The standard on the braes o' Mar, 

Is up, and streaming rarely; 
The gathering pipe on LodkMoy'fjKrp 
Is sounding fang and sairly : 

The highland men 

Frae hill and glen. 

In martial hoe. 

With bonnets blue. 

With bcdted plaids, t. 

And burnished blade s   
Are coming ^ate and early« 

Wha wadna join our noble Chfef, a 
The Drummond, b and Glengary, e 

'Mncgregor, d Murray, e RoUo,/ Kehii^ g 
Panmure h and gallant Harry: t 

A Erridae, earl of Mar, coinmaiMier.iii.dii«( of th« C!bevaUer*8 am 
"^a nobleman of great epirf^ honour and abilities.'' He prodain 
James the eighth, and raised his standard at Castletoun of Biae.Bfar, 9 
tember 6th, 1715. Ke'died in France, 1791. • 

b Drummond, marquis of Drummond, Keukenant-general of Jam 
army, di^^ la Jramoe about 1717. 

c Maodonald of GIeiu;ary. ■* a taraTe aiul spirited chieT'— attainted. 

d Macgregbr.— Rob Roy Macgreffor,— brother to the laird of Uacgreg 
and hero^ihe celebrated nom which bears his namew 

e Murray, marquis of TuUibardine : died in theTowecof London^ 17^ 

/ RoUo, lord RoUo, ** a man of singular merit and great integrity,'* 
dledinl7«8. • 

M Keith, earl marischal of Scotland : died in Switaodand, 1771. 

a Maule, earl of Panmure: died in Fiari^ 17I2S. 

f Harry Haule, brother to the earlof Bamaumk ** uriio iritii^every p«| 
•onal^onnj^hment, possessed great intre|ridity, military akill, &d 
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MacdonaldV mei^ 
^. Clan-Ronald's k meni 

^'pig^ Mackenzie's / meui 

Macgtllyary's m men, 
^jti( ^ StrathaUan's ninen— * 

The Lowlan' men ' 
Of CaIU»der o and Airly* p 






Fy ! Donald, up and let's awa, 

We canna langer pariey; 
Whan Jamie*s back is at the wa*. 
The lad we lo'e sae dearly. 
We'll go — ^we'U go 
An' meet the foe. 
An' fling the plaid, 
Au' swing the blade. 
An' forward dash. 
An' hack and slash — 
An' flc^ the German Carlie. 



GLEN-NA-H' ALBYN.* 

On the airy Ben-nevis 

The wind is awake; 
The boat's on the shallow, 

The ship on the lake : 

inaid Ifiaodonald, (attain of Clan-IUnald. ** He was the moit gaU 
^^^id geoerous youag gentleman among the clans.*' He fdl on the 
PuwEf tMttle, Moireinherl3th. 1715. 
''^iackensie, eariofSeafdHh: died 1740. 

Maf^Uvary : a name applied to the dans in seneraL 
trathallan, viflcount StratbaUaa : be vas taken prisoner at Sheriff. 
,; pardoned; yAned Prince Charles Stuart j and fell in the battle of 
Lden, 1746. 

J^ender, Uvingstoun eait of Callender and Linlithgow: attainted. 
^ Ilkirly, O^yie^ odest son of the earl of Airly : attamted, but after- 
1^* pardoned. 

piea-njk-h* Albyn, or Glen.more-na-h* Albyn, the great glen of Cale- 

71< E, is a name applied to the vaUey which runs in a direction from 

^M-eaaA to soutiuwest, the whole breadth of the kingdom, fnmt the 

e^-My Fifth at Inverness, to the Sound of MuU betow Fort Williams 

li^Vhidi if alnwftffiled with lakes. ^^* 
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Ah I now, in a moment 

My country I leatef 
The next, I am far away— ^ 

Far on the wave. 
Oh ! hre thee well, fare thee wel!» 

Glen-na-h' Albyn ; 
Oh ! fare thee wdl; fare thee w^^ 

Glen-na-h' Albyn. 

I was proud of the power 

Ana the lame of my chie^ 
^ And to raise them was ever 

Tlie aim of my life ; 
And now in his greatness 

He turns me awajr, 
When my strengtb is decay'd^ 

And my lochs worn gray. 
Oh ! fare thee well, we- thee well, 

Glen-na-h' Albyn; 
Oh I fare thee well, fiure thee welly 

Glen-na-h' Albyn. 

Farewell the gri^ stoaea 

Of my ancestors* graves; 
I go, to have mine 

Of the foam of the waves ; 
Or to die unlamented 
• On CanadaV shore, 
Where none of my fathers 

Were gathered before ! 
Oh ! fare thee well, fiure4hee weH, 

Gien'4ia-h' Albyn; 
Oh ! fare thee well, fare thee well, 

Glen-na-h' Albyn. 
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